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EDITORIAL 

There  is  a  Santa  Claus !  How  could  the 
existence  of  such  a  prominent  public  figure 
be  questioned?  He  does  not  limit  his  good 
works  to  one  country;  he  is  internationally 
known.  Think  of  a  Christmas  without  him, 
and  just  consider  the  many  gifts  Santa 
bestows   on   us ! 

Santa's  good  cheer  has  its  influence  on 
almost  everyone.  Misers  suddenly  become 
generous,  and  life-long  enemies  become  re- 
conciled. What  joy  one  experiences  when  he 
sees  a  needy  child's  face  brighten  on  re- 
ceiving a  gift.  The  gift  may  have  seemed 
small  to  the  giver,  but  to  the  child  it  is  a 
priceless  treasure.  One  suddenly  realizes 
with  what  little  effort  he  can  change  the 
common  world  into  a  dream  land  for  the 
child.  Nor  is  that  feeling  of  elation  felt 
only  on  the  child's  part;  the  world  becomes 
a  brighter  place  to  live  in  for  both  the  re- 
ceiver and  the  giver.  One  finds  himself 
loving  everyone  and  eager  to  help  lighten 
his   burden. 

Santa  Claus  is  misunderstood.  One  must 
remember  that  he  is  a  very  sly  old  man. 
No  one  has  ever  really  seen  Santa  nor 
actually  heard  his  voice,  but  if  one  is  will- 
ing to  look  hard  enough  for  him,  he  is  sure 
to  see  him  in  some  child's  smiling  face  or 
in  some  old  lady's  grateful  eyes.  When  one 
gets  that  "Christmas  feeling,"  he  is  really 
just  conscious  of  Santa's  presence.  Santa 
may  hide  out  at  the  North  Pole  during  the 
summer  but  around  Christmas  he  is  in  a 
dozen  places  at  once. 

Yes,  there  is  a  Santa  Claus,  and  he  is 
more  alive  than  any  mortal  man.  Perhaps 
he  isn't  the  red-clad,  white-whiskered  old 
man  with  whom  everyone  is  familiar,  but 
one  can  see  him  in  a  much  more  beautiful 
form,  for  Santa  Claus  is  the  spirit  of 
Christmas. 
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TO 

HONOR  STUDENTS   FOR  THE    1ST   QUARTER 

Ending    November    16 

Special   Distinction — All  A's 

Helen   Fehrenbacher 
Louise  Major 
May   Roberts 

Anez,   Luisa 

Babb,    Dorothy   Ann 


Braun,  Patricia 
Clayton,  Martha 
Conditt,    Dorothy 
Cornell,   Jerry 
Dancer,    Jane 
Dougherty,    Betty 
Dawson,    Evelyn 
Dehner,    Dorothy 
Durand,   Dorothy 
Ferguson,   Mary 
Fehrenbacher,   Helen 
Fox,   Portia 
Funderburk,   Helen 
Garden,    Pauline 
Griffin,    Betty  Jane 
Herzfeld,   Helene 
Jensen,   Odette 
Johnson,  Cynthia 
Keller,   Patricia 


McMurtry,   June 
Major,    Louise 
Millsom,    Mary 
Montgomery,  Mary 
Morgan,    Jackie 
Muliendore,    Marcia 
Munson,    Mary 
Otley,   June 
Pratt,   Zenobia    (Puds) 
Reed,  Mary  Curtis 
Roberts,  May 
Shaw,   Blanche 
Sprague,  Betty  Anne 
Stutz,    Dorothy 
Swartzbaugh,  Jayne 
Taggart,    Sarah 
Truitt,   Janet 
Wasem,  Jeanne 
Weitzenhoffer,    Elizabeth 
Wilsford,  Margaret 
Wimberly,    Faye 
Winstead,    Daisy 


To  be  eligible  for  the  Honor  Roll,  a  student  must  have  at 
least  one  A  in  a  three-hour  or  one-unit  course;  and  no 
grade  below  B.  Her  average  must  be  midway  between  B 
and   B   plus. 

A  minimum  of  C  in  Physical  Education  and  B  in  Deport- 
ment   is   allowed. 

The  course  of  study  must  be  the  equivalent  of  at  least  15 
hours  or  33/4  units  including  physical  education. 
A  student  whose  course  amounts  to  more  than  16  hours 
or  414  units  may  be  eligible  for  the  Honor  Roll  if  she  meets 
the  requirements  in  16  hours  or  4!4  units,  and  maintains 
an  average  of  C  in  any  additional  work  she  may  be  taking. 


The 
POINSETTIA 

With  special  pride  and  pleasure  Tammy  compliments 
its  staff  artist  and  calls  attention  to  the  cover  of  this 
issue.  The  sight  of  those  brilliant  poinsettias  fans  into  a 
glow  the  Yule  spirit  already  kindled  by  the  carol  singing 
in  chapel  and  the  preparations  for  Gulf  Park's  White 
Chrstmas.  For  this  glorious  plant,  generally  accepted  along 
with  holly  and  mistletoe  as  emblematic  of  the  Christmas 
season,  has  a  distinct  interest  and  charm  for  those  of  us 
who  have  become  familiar  with  the  real  thing — not  the 
pot  plant  known  to  most  of  the  country,  but  the  mag- 
nificent shrub  flourishing  in  splendor  out-doors,  all  over 
New  Orleans — in  the  humblest  as  well  as  the  proudest, 
neighborhood — all  along  the  Gulf  Coast,  and  especially 
on   our   own   campus. 

The  poinsettia,  although  it  thrives  in  its  adopted  home, 
is  really  a  native  of  Mexico  and  Central  America.  Character- 
istic tropical  brilliance  of  foliage  is  displayed  in  the  scarlet 
petal-like  growth  which  most  people  think  is  the  blossom, 
but  which  is  in  reality  leaves  or  bracts  surrounding  the 
flower  itself,  a  small,  yellow  cluster  which  suggests  stamens 
rather  than  a  blossom.  To  Dr.  Robert  Poinsett  of  Charleston, 
South  Carolina,  goes  the  credit  of  introducing  the  plant 
into  this  country  and  in  his  honor  it  was  named  by  its  first 
propagator  and  distributor,  a  Philadelphia  horticulturist. 
To  both  men,  people  of  this  section  should  be  grateful, 
for  its  bright  beauty  is  to  many  an  acceptable  substitute 
for  the  loveliness  of  Christmas  lights  shining  across  white 
drifted  snow. 

— Danelle  Yates 
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Music   Recital    Reveals 
Students'   High  Quality 
Talent  And  Training 

The  Department  of  Music  of  Gulf  Park 
College  presented  its  first  student  recital 
in  the  College  Auditorium  on  Thursday 
night,  December  7.  Although  some  of  these 
musicians  have  expressed  their  talents  in 
former  programs,  this  was  the  first  op- 
portunity for  the  entire  student  body  to  see 
them  perform.  We  were  all  delighted  to 
discover  the  high  quality  of  talent  each 
and  every  student  who  took  part  possessed. 
We  all  look  forward  with  great  anticipation 
to  the  next  similar  performance.  The  pro- 
gram read  as  follows: 
Piano    Solo — Hungarian — Mac    Dowell 

Grace  Rogers 
Songs — My  Mother  bids  me  bind  my  Hair- 
Haydn  ' 
Because  of  You — Mana-Zucca. 
Cynthia  Johnson 
Piano     Solos— Etude     Op.     239,     No.     98— 

Czerrwy 
Solfeggieto— C.  P.  E.  Bach 

Frances  Cooke 
Song— I  Love  Thee — Grieg 

Bobbie  Sue  McCormack 
Piano   Solo — Sonata  in  F — Mozart 

June  McMurtry 
Songs — Aria   Una   Furtiva   Lagrima — Doni- 
zetti 
Drink  to  me  only  with  thine  Eyes 

Mr.   English  Lindsey 
Choruses — Yule    Tide — Saar 
Prayer  from  "Haensel  and  Gretel"— Hump- 
erdinck 

College  Chorus 

Piano    Solos — Nocturne — Grieg 
Nocturne — Chopin 

Maurine  Barnes 
Songs — To   Music — Schubert 
Folk  Song — Schumann 

Betty   Ann   Sprague 
Song— The  Maids   of   Cadiz— Delibes 

Carolyn   Campbell 
Piano  Solo — Waltz  in  E   Flat— Chopin 
Dorothy  Ann  Knox 


Songs — Stars  of  Love — Manney 

"Depuis  le  Jour"  from  "Louise" — Charpen- 

tier 

Mrs.  Grace  Silverburg 
Choruses — Rise  Up  Shepherd  and  Follow — 
Negro  Spiritual 

Hallelujah  from  the  "Messiah"— Handel 
College  Chorus 


Students  Spread 
Good  Cheer  With 
Programs,   Caroling 

The  Voice  students  have  been  taking  an 
active  part  in  helping  to  provide  entertain- 
ment for  the  meetings  of  the  different  town 
organizations  of  Gulfport.  Tuesday  evening, 
December  5,  they  took  part  at  the  reception 
of  the  Daughters  of  the  American  Revolu- 
tion held  at  the  Community  House. 

The  voice  solos  were  as  follows: 

Bobby  Sue  McCormick,  "I  Love  Thee"— by 
Grieg;  Betty  Ann  Sprague,  "To  Music" — 
by  Schubert;  Cynthia  Johnson,  "Because  of 
You" — by  Mana-Zucca;  Mary  Florence  Bris- 
coe, "C'est  La'mour." 

Wednesday  noon,  December  6,  several 
girls  helped  to  entertain  the  Kiwanis  Club 
— they  were: 

Mary  Florence  Briscoe  singingt  "C'est 
l'amour,"  Carolyn  Campbell  singing  "Let 
My  Song  Fill  Your  Heart"  and  "A  Heart 
That's  Free,"  and  Pauline  Garden  played 
the  accordion  solos:  "St.  Louis  Blues"  and 
"Indian  Love  Call."  Mary  Florence  Briscoe 
closed  the  program  with  "Take  Me  Back 
to  My  Boots  and  Saddle"  and  "Bury  Me  Not 
on  the  Lone  Prairie." 

Sunday,  December  10,  the  Glee  Club  sang 
the  Hallejah  Chorus  from  Handel's  "Mes- 
siah" at  both  the  Methodist  and  Presbyter- 
ian Churches  in  Gulfport. 


Wednesday,  December  13,  with  spirits 
high,  the  girls  of  the  Glee  Club  climbed  into 
the  waiting  truck  and  rode  into  Gulfport 
singing  merrily  and  spreading  their  feeling 
of  good  cheer  to  all  of  the  inhabitants.  After 
spending  the  evening  in  bringing  happiness 
to  those  about  them,  the  girls  returned  to 
school  to  partake  of  delicious  Christmas 
goodies  awaiting  them  in  the  Y  Hut. 


Friday,  December  15,  since  no  Christmas 
entertainment  is  ever  complete  without 
carols — the  Glee  Club  again  came  to  the 
front  and  combined  their  musical  talent 
with  the  talent  of  the  Jet  Maskers  and 
Dance  League  in  producing  a  very  effective 
and  inspiring  program  at  the  Christmas 
banquet. 


Vocal    Department 
Presents   Radio   Program 

For  the  second  time  this  year  the  mem- 
bers of  the  vocal  department  broadcast 
over  WGCM  on  Wednesday  night,  December 
6,  at  seven  o'clock.  We  are  always  thrilled 
to  hear  members  of  our  college  over  our 
radios.  At  seven  o'clock  sharp  two  hundred 
radios  tuned  in  WGCM  and  listened  atten- 
tively to  this  program: 

June 

Brown  Birdeen 

La  Paloma 

Alicia  Anez 

The  heart   of   Her— Cadman 
The  Poet  Sings — Winter  Watts 
Nan   Green 

So  Sweete  is  She 
The   Plaint 

Maurine  Barnes 
The  Virgin's  Slumber  Song— Max  Reger 
Memory — Densmore 

June  Otley 

Cunnin'  L'il  Thing 
The  Piper  from  Over  the  Way 
Mary  Delilah  Morton 


Junior  Woman's  Club 
Hears  Miss  Lois  Smith, 
Mr.     Albert    Davies 

Miss  Lois  Smith,  soprano,  and  Professor 
Albert  V.  Davies,  pianist,  who  presented  a 
program  on  "The  Development  of  the  Opera" 
were  heard  by  over  one  hundred  persons 
Tuesday  afternoon  at  the  Gulfport  Woman's 
Club.  These  artists  were  presented  by  the 
Junior  Woman's  Club  in  their  outstanding 
program  of  the  year  and  they  were  intro- 
duced by  Mrs.  Lamont  Smith,  program  lead- 
er. Mr.  Davies  opened  the  program  by  dis- 
cussing opera  with  a  sketch  of  various 
schools,  and  he  told  of  the  growth  of  the 
opera  through  the  renaissance  to  the  pre- 
sent day.  Mr.  Davies  then  presented  Miss 
Smith  who  described  opera  as  a  musical  art 
form  of  popular  appeal  to  all  with  an  ap- 
preciation of  music.  She  described  disting- 
uishing characteristics  of  the  various  de- 
partments of  an  opera  company  citing  per- 
sonal experiences  with  opera  companies  in 
Germany  and  Italy.  She  illustrated  the  de- 
velopment of  opera  through  the  various 
composers  by  singing  the  following  arias: 
"Orpheus,"  Gluck;  "The  Marriage  of  Li- 
garo,"  Mozart;  "Frieschutz,"  Weber;  "Mad- 
ame Butterfly,"  Juccini;  "Tannhauser," 
Wagner.  Mr.Davies  accompanied  her  at  the 


Margaret:  Speaks, 
Brilliant  Soprano, 
In  Artistic  Recital 


Margaret  Speaks  was  the  first  of  a  series 
of  guest  artists  to  appear  at  Gulf  Park 
College.  On  Tuesday,  November  28,  she 
claimed  the  undivided  approval  of  all  of  us 
by  the  sheer  artistry  and  personal  charm 
that  she  displayed.  Her  sensitive,  accurate 
interpretations  of  the  songs  that  she  sung 
were  distinctive. 

Following  the  program  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Cox 
held  a  reception  for  Miss  Speaks  at  which 
the  music  students  were  so  very  fortunate 
as  to  have  the  opportunity  to  converse  with 
her.  Her  youth  made  us  feel  that  our  am- 
bitions are  not  altogether  fantastic  dreams; 
and  her  graciousness  in  discussing  her  own 
work  with  us  has  indeed  been  an  incentive 
to  continue  with  our  music  work. 

The  program  presented  was  as  follows: 

An  die  Musik  Schubert 

Seligkeit   Schubert 

Geheimes    Schubert 

Erstarrung Schubert 

Zur  Rosenzeit  Greig 

Hoffnung   Greig 

Lichte  Nacht Greig 

Plauderwasche    Weingartner 

Barkarole    Marx 

Air  de  Lia  from   "L'Enfant  Prodigue" 

Debussy 

Fetes   Galantes   Hahn 

L'Enamouree   Hahn 

La    Pluie    Georges 

Chanson  Norvegienne   Fourdrain 

Disenchantment  (in  manuscript) 

Ernest  Charles 

Serenade    Paul    Nordoff 

A  Song  for  Lovers Deems  Taylor 

Who  Calls  Elinor  Warren 

Neglected   Moon Armstrong  Gibbs 

Morning    Oley    Speaks 

Alderson  Mowbray  at  the  Piano 


piano,  and  as  a  request  from  the  guests, 
played,  one  of  his  original  compositions, 
"Magnolia  Blossoms."  Miss  Smith  and  Mr. 
Davies  were  well  received  by  the  audience 
which  included  as  honor  guests  members 
of  the  Woman's  Club,  Culture  Club,  Study 
Club,  and  the  A.  A.  U.  W. 


MINNIE     MINCHELL 


Hm  Hm  Hm!  Hm  Hm  Hm !  I  just  can't 
get  that  Jingle  Bells  out  of  my  mind!  Here 
tis  Xmas  once  again  and  one  of  my  busiest 
times  of  the  year.  Snoopin'  around  and 
everything ! 

Let's  see — what's  in  the  pack  of  interest 
— oh  yes !  Daisy  Winstead  sorta  fell  in  love 
when  she  went  on  her  Thanksgiving  va- 
cation! Somebody  was  talking  about  it  and 
said  it  was  a  common  occurence  with  Daisy ! 
What  say?  Daisel? 

Laura — how's  Billy  Barber?  Still  havin' 
fun?    Or — are   you? 

Jinx — do  you  think  you'll  make  it  to  Ken- 
tucky Xmas  to  see  Tom?  Here's  hopin,. 

Wilson  called  Annah  the  other  night — 
and  now  the  little  riot  has  all  been  patch- 
ed up  for  Xmas !  Whee  ! 

Van  Cleve — ain't  cha  ever  gona  learn  to 
play  a  decent  game  of  Slap  Jack?  Get  ole 
Chico  to  coach  you ! 

Polly,  hon !  You  quit  pining  away !  Xmas 
is  here  'most  and  you  can  see  Jimmie ! 
Happy  ? 

Seems  ole  Jane  S.  really  stirred  up  a 
commotion  in  Bunkie — when  she  went  home 
with  Puds.  Puds  said  the  telephone  was 
ringing  constantly — and  all  for  Jane !  Wow- 
sie!  Guess  you  wowed  em — honey! 

Peg  O'Brien — who  you  gonna  see  in  Tex- 
as Xmas? 

See  Shirley  Johnson — Christmas  Rates  on 
How  to  Learn  to  Whisper. 

Juanita  kinda  raised  a  rumpus  with  her 
lame  tootise!  And  she  even  got  to  ride  in 
the  elevator!  Gee — kids. 

Has  anyone  heard  Faye  Cook  do  her 
"Cheese  it,  fellows!"  The  ole  bumble  bee 
is  coming!  It's  darling!  Don't  listen  to 
Moo's  interpretation  of  mice!  It's  terrible! 

I  saw  Barbara  Thomas  the  other  night — 
tearing  at  the  wall  and  muttering  "Out! 
Out!  Damned  Spot!"  investigating  further 
I  found  she  had  just  completed  her  Eco- 
nomics Chart! 

Cuzalina,  honey,  you  be  more  careful 
bumming  cigarets!  Some  of  them  are  un- 
lucky!  Right? 


Don't  tell  me  Mil-dew  is  still  Hank-ering 
around!  I  guess  she'll  learn  though. 

What's  the  matter,  Rogers— you  didn't 
get  stood  up,  did  ya? 

Clayton  child,  you  bettor  carry  a  dictionary 
around  with  you  if  you  can't  get  your  def- 
initions any  straighter  than  you  have  been. 

What  has  Pat  Dunn,  now,  Cynthia— that 
you  refuse  to  dust  his  picture? 

Is  it  true  that  Miss  Evans'  English  course 
is  so  hot  that  all  the  windows  have  to  be 
raised  ? 

I  guess  you  know  that  Julie  is  taking 
that  new  7  o'clock  course  so  she  can  figure 
out  what  to  do  with  two  men  Christmas— 
oh  for  the  life  of  a  deb! 

Just  exactly!  And  after  a  gentleman's 
agreement  too! 

O.K.  Biggert,  whose  turn  is  it  now? 

Maybe  you  better  turn  that  bed  jacket 
into  an  Easter  present,  Weige. 

If  this  Web-footed  song  is  a  taste  of 
Alex  City — I  want  none  of  it. 

Emily  Post  says  to  take  one  step  at  a 
time — you'd  better  check  up  on  that  Brad- 
ley. 

Uveous  is  the  word  for  the  well  dressed 
girl  at  this  point — so  hop  on  the  vine  and 
get  in  line. 

I  wonder  why  Nowlin  is  wearing  the 
same  outfit  all  the  time? 

Dort,  honey,  you  know  how  to  take  the 
Knox — so  go  out  and  get  yourself  another 
man. 

Miss  Ann  has  the  swellest  table!  She 
doesn't  know  it  yet,  but  it's  composed  of 
members  of  the  Martin  Spike  Club.  The 
pass  word,  which  is  to  whisper  as  each  take 
their  places  is  "Saltwater  Pine!" 

Chico,  don't  you  know  you  can't  play  one 
handed  Slap  Jack?  What's  the  point?  Do 
you  get  satisfaction  out  of  seeing  if  you 
can  get  away  with  cheating  before  you 
catch  up  with  yourself? 

Well,  here's  wishing  to  what's  left  of  you 
when  you  finally  get  home — a  Merrie  Yule 
Tide!  Don't  forget  your  English  theme 
when  you  get  back!  Ha!  Ha! 

Schooge  Minchell. 
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Mrs.  Cox  Is  Honored 
With  Lovely  Surprise 
Birthday   Party 

"  'Mama'  Cox  here's  to  you 

Wish  you  Happy  Birthday 

Wish  you  Happy  Birthday,"  resounded  all 
over  the  dining  room.  "Mama"  Cox  all  dres- 
ed  up  in  a  black  sheer  with  a  beautiful  cor- 
sage of  yellow  roses  threw  kisses  to  all  of 
her  "chillun"  and  then  sat  down  to  one  of 
the  prettiest  birthday  tables  Gulf  Park  has 
ever   seen. 

The  members  of  the  Home  Department 
surprised  Mrs.  Cox  with  this  lovely  party. 
The  center  piece  was  a  large  bouquet  of 
yellow  roses,  a  present  from  Dr.  Cox,  and 
on  either  side  were  tall  yellow  candles.  The 
place  cards  and  other  appointments  carried 
out  the  yellow  color  scheme,  which  is  Mrs. 
Cox's  favorite  color.  Even  the  butter  was 
molded  into  yellow  calla  lilies. 

The  climax  of  this  party — of  course — the 
birthday  cake!  This  was  brought  in  on  an 
antique  cake  stand  and  all  decorated  with 
yellow  flowers  and  yellow  candles,  (we 
didn't  count  how  many.)  And  ice  cream 
molded  in  the  form  of  yellow  roses  to  go 
with  the  birthday  cake! 

The  entire  dining  room  felt  as  if  they 
were  at  the  party,  although  not  at  the 
birthday  table,  and  the  girls  sang  many  of 
our  sweet  songs  in  honor  of  the  occasion. 
"My  Old  Kentucky  Home,"  where  she  was 
born,  and  "Mississippi,"  her  home  now,  held 
special  significance  for  Mrs.   Cox. 

After  the  dinner  the  guests  went  into 
the  reception  room  where  Mrs.  Cox  opened 
her  lovely  gifts. 

The  guests  were:  Dr.  Cox,  Aunt  Sue, 
Mrs.  Thompson,  Mrs.  Brashear,  Mrs.  Marsh, 
Mrs.  Cord,  Mrs.  Wilson,  Mrs.  Throgmorton, 
Mrs.  Paine,  Mrs.  LeMieux,  Mrs.  Daugherty, 
and  Mrs.  Peets. 


CHRISTMAS    PROGRAM 

Friday,  December  15,  the  Dance  League 
in  collaboration  with  the  Maskers,  present- 
ed a  very  effective  Christmas  Banquet  Pro- 
gram. Dance  studies  composed  by  the  mod- 
ern dance  class,  were  woven  into  the  play 
given  by  the  Jet  Maskers.  The  three  studies 
—"The  Angels"  done  to  "Silent  Night," 
"The  Three  Kings"  done  to  "We  Three 
Kings  of  Orient  Are,"  and  "The  Shep- 
herds done  to  "It  Came  Upon  a  Midnight 
Clear,"  did  much  to  sustain  the  spirit  of 
our  White  Christmas  throughout  the 
banquet. 


DANCE  ^LEAGUE 


Thursday,  November  30,  marked  the  first 
lecture  given  by  Miss  Graham  for  the  Dance 
League.  The  lecture  pertaining  to  the  evolu- 
tion of  dance  from  the  primitive  to  modern 
times  was  supplemented  by  the  showing 
of  slides.  At  the  business  meeting,  Wynee 
Martin  was  appointed  Librarian  and  Doro- 
thy Knox,  Reporter. 


GIVE    PROGRAM 

Tuesday,  December  5,  the  Daughters  of 
the  American  Revolution  entertained  at  a 
reception  in  the  Community  House.  The 
Dance  League  contributed  its  share  toward 
the  program  by  presenting  two  talented 
dancers — Marjorie  Kane,  in  "Moonlight" 
and  Wynee  Martin,  in  "Fascinating  Lady." 


Wednesday,  December  5,  The  Dance 
League  saw  Vera  Zorina  in  the  movie  ver- 
sion of  "On  Your  Toes."  The  skill,  the  grace 
and  the  beauty  of  this  artist  was  an  inspira- 
tion to  all  our  prospective  ballerinos. 


CHRISTMAS  PARTY 


Sunday,  December  10,  a  Christmas  party, 
with  Wynee  Martin,  Claire  Bonvillian  and 
Marion  Rippe,  as  the  committee  in  charge, 
proved  to  be  a  highlight  of  the  many  good 
times  that  we  have.  Although  we  did  not 
have  prancing  reindeer  we  did  have  a  danc- 
ing Santa,  a  jolly  old  fellow  who  scattered 
gifts  to  us  all.  He  inspired  us  with  that 
feeling  of  good  will  toward  our  fellow  men. 


Mr.  and  Mrs.  Howard 
Colby  Ives  Visit 
At  Gulf  Park 


"Tis  not  from  sages,  nor  from  learned  books 
That  man  gains  wisdom.  In  his  secret  breast 
A  Chamber  lies  wherein  he  sometimes  looks 
And  listens.   There   his  troubled   soul  finds 

rest 
And  there,  if  he  adores,  his  life  is  best. 

"The  gloomy  dust  which  rises  from  men's 

minds, 
In  their  eternal  search  for  certainty, 
Oscures  the  spirits  vision,  and  so  blinds 
The  eye  of  heart  that  failing  truth  to  see 
They  grope  and  wander  in  preplexity. 

"But  sometimes — Ah,  that  blessed,  unwarn- 
ed hour ! 
The  dust  is  scattered  by  a  mystic  breeze: 
Upon  Man's  heated  mind  there  falls  a  shower 
From  Fount  Celestial,  and  his  heart  finds 

ease 
Which  only  God  can  give — Such  hours  are 
these." 

In  such  a  way  Mr.  Howard  Colby  Ives 
introduced  to  us  his  poem,  "The  Song 
Celestial,"  when  he  and  his  wife  honored 
us  with  a  visit  on  Sunday,  November  26. 
Mr.  Ives'  poem  represents  man's  eternal 
search  for  God  and  his  longing  to  be  as- 
sured of  life  after  death.  Mr.  Ives  quoted 
in  a  very  inspirational  manner,  beautiful 
passages   from   this   poem. 

Mrs.  Ives,  who  is  noted  as  a  lecturer 
throughout  the  country  having  lectured  in 
schools,  colleges,  and  women's  clubs,  talked 
on  the  peace  movement.  Her  presentation 
of  the  subject  was  extremely  interesting 
and  both  she  and  her  husband  were  well- 
received  and  well-liked  by  the  students  and 
faculty  of  Gulf  Park. 


ART  STUDIO 


Samovar  Club  Holds 
First  Meeting  Of  Year 


The  Art  Studio  was  aglow  with  gleam- 
ing candles  and  bright  faces ;  for  it  was 
Sunday,  November  19,  and  the  first  meet- 
ing of  the  Samovar  Club.  We  were  wel- 
comed by  Miss  Smith  who  started  the  even- 
ing's fun  by  pinning  on  the  back  of  each 
of  us  the  name  of  a  famous  person  which 
we  were  to  guess.  This  bit  of  frolicking 
was  interrupted  by  a  business  meeting 
over  which  Pat  Keller,  the  president,  pre- 
sided. We  learned  that  the  officers  were 
Nan  Hatch,  vice-president ;  Evelyn  Daw- 
son, treasurer ;  and  Helene  Herzf eld,  sec- 
retary. The  future  plans  of  the  club,  which 
included  first  the  initiation  of  new  mem- 
bers, followed  by  sketching  parties,  a  steak 
fry,  and  the  launching  of  a  "Draw-me  Con- 
test" for  the  whole  school,  were  discussed. 
This  discussion  turned  to  trivalities  as  re- 
freshments of  cake  and  ice  cream  were 
brought  in.  Leaving  our  cozy  seats  around 
the  open  fire  we,  one  by  one,  bid  Miss 
Smith  goodbye,  and  started  home,  happy 
with  the  thoughts  of  the  fun  connected 
with  the  plans  of  the  Samovar  Club. 


G.   P.  C.   ENJOYS   BEACH   PARTY 

Last  Friday  evening,  December  8,  at  5:15 
on  the  dot,  amid  much  excitement  and 
laughter,  the  Gulf  Park  girls  raced  down  to 
the  beach  for  the  final  real  get-together 
before  Christmas  holidays.  After  filling 
their  plates  with  the  best  of  barbeque's 
and  other  picnic  foods,  everybody  sat  along 
the  sea-wall  and  on  the  sand  singing  some 
of  the  school  songs  and  watching  the  flames 
dancing  from  three  large  fires. 
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Previewing  Christmas  Vacation 

When   Interspersed  With 
Ravishing    Holiday  Styles 


December  16 

This  morning  I  hustled  into  the  station, 
groping  around  in  my  purse  for  that  one 
nickle  lost  among  the  tokens.  I  just  had 
to  have  a  coke  and  sit  down  long  enough 
to  re-check  my  belongings  and  ease  my 
conscience.  I  dropped  down  into  the  last 
vacated  seat,  exhausted;  and  there  I  stay- 
ed until  train  time.  The  train  pulled  in 
the  Gulfport  station  about  11:05.  The  plat- 
form and  waiting  room  were  being  tramp- 
led down  by  girls  streaming  back  and  forth 
across  them.  They  were  carrying  every- 
thing from  fashion  magazines  to  stuffed 
dogs.  Children  were  running  here  and  there 
stepping  on  people's  feet,  as  well  as  wearing 
down  their  resistance.  But  I  didn't  mind 
the  confusion ;  it  was  amusing,  and  besides 
I  simply  had  loads  of  fun  just  watching 
the  clothes  the  girls  were  wearing.  Honest- 
ly, the  station  looked  like  a  mixed  edition 
of  VOGUE.  All  points  North  were  wearing 
crepe  dresses  or  light  weight  wools  and 
some  dark  skirts  and  sweaters,  but  most 
of  us  wore  our  most  sophisticated-looking 
because  we  wanted  to  look  our  best  on  the 
appointed  day.  I  could  just  see  all  those 
cars  lined  up  along  the  station,  and  the 
thought  of  gliding  over  the  road  in  one  of 
them  made  me  positively  choke  with  joy. 
The  girls  destined  to  remain  in  Southern 
atmosphere  were  wearing  mostly  sport 
suits  with  "Joe  College  hats."  Some,  how- 
ever, were  in  darker  crepes  and  a  few  in 
light  weight  Jerseys. 

All  aboard — fur  coats  going  North ;  suits 
going  South. 

December   19 

Life's  been  perfect  these  past  few  days. 
I  have  simply  been  having  loads  of  fun. 
Seems  grand  to  see  the  ole'  gang  again! 
Tonight,  several  of  the  girls  met  here  at 
the  house;  and  the  boys  came  after  us 
about  8 :00  o'clock  for  the  basket  ball  game. 
We  all  wore  our  most  becoming  skirts  and 
sweaters  since  it  was  a  sport  occasion  and 
we  were  transported  to  and  from  in  "John- 
ny's tank,"  that's  what  we  call  that  in- 
dignant looking  piece  of  tin  he  drives 
around.  The  game  was  perfect — (we  won, 
of  course,) — and  so  were  the  clothes  the 
girls  had  brought  home  from  college.  You 
could  tell  the  "campus  classics"  from  the 
others — the  same  characteristics;  cute 
skirts,  pastel  angora  cardigans,  buttoned 
either  up  the  front  or  down  the  back  just 


so  they're  on,  and  of  course  with  the  sleeves 
pushed  up,  and  the  slouch  hat  borrowed 
from  our  college  brothers. 
December  25 
Dear  Diary,  it's  Christmas  at  last,  and 
I'll  give  you  three  guesses  as  to  a  few  odds 
and  ends  that  I  wanted  for  my  one  peculiar 
use  at  G.  P.  C,  and  got. — give  up?  Well 
guess  I'll  have  to  give  in  and  tell  you: 

1.  A  pair  of  fur  slippers  for  creeping 
after  lights. 

2.  A  pair  of  Dr.  Dentons,  with  feet,  to 
wear  during  study  hall  in  case  of  fire  drill. 

3.  A  bottle  of  "Griffin's  All  White"  that 
Mama  Cox  suggested  so  I  can  keep  my 
saddle  shoes  clean — also  a  pair  of  new 
shoe  strings  as  mine  have  tattle  tale  gray. 

4.  And  last,  but  not  least,  a  generous 
amount  of  bobbie  pins  to  lend  my  roommate 
so  she  won't  have  to  go  paging  up  and 
down  the  hall  for  them  at  release. 

P.  S.  Almost  forgot  the  most  interesting 
thing. We  had  a  Turkey  Dinner.  Excuse  the 
capitals  please,  but  it's  important! 

P.  P.  S.  I  wanted  a  sleigh  bell  bracelet; 
so  I  could  sound  like  the  "dear"  I  really 
am — didn't  get  it.  Am  still  wondering  why! 
December  31 — January   1 

What  a  night!  I  went  to  the  club  dance 
and  for  once  the  gang  decided  to  spend  the 
greater  part  of  the  evening  dancing  rather 
than  eating.  We  really  had  a  marvelous 
time.  During  one  intermission  all  of  the 
club  girls  gathered  in  the  dressing  room 
for  the  usual  discussion.  Sure  seemed  great, 
that  round  table  discussion  on  her  dress, 
her  looks  and  of  course,  her  date.  Louise, 
since  she  is  thin,  wore  her  bustle  back 
dress  with  the  cute  little  train.  She  looked 
positively  divine.  Joan  possesses  the  form; 
so  she  represented  an  Ann  Sheridan  in  her 
slinky  metalic  cloth  gown.  She  was  an  abso- 
lute "knock  out."  Jane  wasn't  a  bad  at- 
traction either.  She  is  more  the  sporty  type 
and,  therefore,  chose  her  dusty  pink  Jersey 
for  the  occasion.  Dear  Diary,  I  wish  you 
could  have  seen  the  dance  too.  Such  gor- 
geous clothes  as  I  have  never  seen.  The 
formals  were  Grecian,  period,  gypsy,  ori- 
ental and  everything  imaginable,  and  their 
rich  colors  were  simply  "super  colossal/' 
they  looked  as  though  they  might  have  been 
borrowed  from  an  Italian  painting.  I  must 
admit  everything  sure  looked  like  New 
Year's  Eve.  Gee,  what  a  perfect  vacation 
this  has  been! 
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Christmas,  1939 


White  Christmas 
at  G.  P.  C. 


"Give  and  you  will  be  happy"  could  easily 
be  the  motto  of  White  Christmas  at  Gulf 
Park  College.  There  is  not  a  girl  in  Gulf 
Park  who  does  not  feel  the  joy  of  giving 
to  the  needy  along  the  Coast  at  Christmas 
time.  Each  girl  or  suite  of  girls  gives  a 
gift  suitable  for  those  who  are  in  need. 
They  wrap  their  gifts  in  white  paper  which 
is  the  reason  for  calling  it  White  Christ- 
mas. 

At  the  Christmas  banquet  on  December 
15,  as  the  girls  entered  the  dining  room, 
they  walked  to  the  far  end  of  the  room 
and  laid  their  gifts  under  the  tree.  The 
Christmas  tree  was  provided  by  the  Y.  W. 
C.  A.  since  this  organization  sponsors 
White  Christmas.  After  placing  their  gifts 
under  the  tree,  the  girls  went  to  their 
seats  and  waited  for  the  entertainment 
which  followed. 

The  Speech  Department,  the  Glee  Club, 
and  Dance  League  all  helped  to  present  the 
program.  The  opening  scene  showed  a 
mother  telling  her  child  about  White  Christ- 
mas. Following  this,  two  angels  drew  the 
curtains  back  revealing  Mary,  the  Holy  Child 
and  Joseph.  Three  wise  men  brought  their 
gifts,  coming  to  the  stage  to  "We  Three 
Kings  of  Orient  Are."  The  shepherds 
brought  their  gifts  to  the  Manger.  A  little 
boy  then  offered  to  the  Christ  Child  "three 
tiny  coins."  Martha  gave  "a  heart  defiled 
and  bare"  and  the  child  gave  "a  soul  and 
a  heart  to  heal." 

Those  taking  part  in  the  program  were 
angels ;  Myldred  Stephens  and  Mary  Mont- 
gomery; Virgin  Mary,  Margaret  Harrison; 
Joseph,  Mary  Munson;  wise  men,  Dorothy 
Ellington,  Helen  Fehrenbacher  and  Virginia 
Wilson;  shepherds,  Kay  Hicks,  Puds  Pratt, 
Martha  Williams,  Louise  Caudel,  Shirley 
Lay,  Martha  Clayton,  Linda  Lee  Hunt,  Lo- 
retta  French,  Julia  Faye  Cook,  Gertrude 
Gautier,  Margaret  Loehr,  and  Clara  Bon- 
villian.  The  little  boy,  Nancy  Daggert; 
Martha,  Julia  Norris ;  and  the  child,  Doro- 
thy Ann  Babb.  A  selected  group  from  the 
Glee  Club  sang. 


Christmas  Banquet 
at  G.  P.  C. 


When  the  time  came  for  the  final  banquet 
of  the  year  of  1939,  students  and  faculty 
filed  into  the  dining  room  to  find  it  trans- 
formed into  a  lovely  pattern  of  blue  and 
silver  Christmas  bells  and  stars.  On  the 
buffet  at  the  entrance  was  centered  a  small 
Christmas  tree  lighted  in  blue  and  silver. 
Above  the  tree  across  the  wall  was  a 
stretch  of  silvered  greens  and  at  the  side 
of  the  tree  were  silver  candelabra  holding 
blue  candles. 

Atop  the  silver  cabinet  was  the  loveliest 
snow  scene  one  can  imagine.  There  was  a 
house  and  a  church  buried  in  snow  and 
Santa  Claus  and  his  sled  were  coming  over 
the  snow-peaked  mountains  to  the  house. 

The  centerpiece  of  each  table  consisted  of 
a  blue  cellophane  star  centered  with  silver 
candlestick  and  long  blue  taper  topped  by 
a  silver  bell  and  decorated  with  shiny  stars. 
At  each  of  the  five  points  of  the  star  was 
a  short  blue  taper  in  a  star-shaped  silver 
holder.  From  the  star  to  each  plate  there 
was  attached  a  blue  and  silver  cornucopia 
filled  with  delicious  nuts  and  candies.  Be- 
side each  plate  stood  a  blue  Christmas  card 
on  which  was  written  the  menu. 

From  the  center  light  of  the  dining  room 
hung  three  enormous  bells  with  blue  lights 
and  decorated  with  large  cellophane  bows. 
The  rest  of  the  lights  were  covered  with 
blue  cellophane  stars  tipped  at  each  point 
with  silver  bells.  Along  the  walls  were  hung 
blue  cellophane  bows  centered  with  silver 
poinsettias. 

Before  the  banquet  the  students  placed 
their  gifts  for  White  Christmas  at  the  far 
end  of  the  dining  room  around  the  large 
and  beautiful  Christmas  tree.  Later  Dr.  Cox 
presented  the  money  which  the  students  and 
faculty  had  contributed  as  gifts  for  the 
servants.  In  return,  the  servants  entertain- 
ed with  the  familiar  Southern  melodies. 

The  final  part  of  the  program  was  the 
beautiful  and  impressive  Christmas  skit 
given  by  the  Jet  Maskers  and  the  Dance 
League. 
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by   June   Otley 


Danny  Oglethorpe  was  the  toughest, 
roughest  newsboy  on  State  Street  and  at 
this  particular  moment  he  was  actively  en- 
gaged in  proving  it  to  another  little  urchin 
who  had  dared  to  challenge  him.  News- 
papers were  scattered  here  and  there,  for- 
gotten, a  group  of  last  minute  Christmas 
shoppers  had  paused  from  their  bustling  to 
watch  them.  Suddenly,  a  giant  of  a  man 
with  merry  blue  eyes  and  a  ready  smile 
pushed  his  way  through  the  motley  crowd 
and  holding  Danny  back  with  one  arm,  he 
picked  up  the  other  boy  who  seemed  to 
have  received  the  worst  of  the  fight. 

"Come,  ccme,  ye  two,  ye've  had  enough. 
For  shame — fighting  in  front  of  all  these 
people  and  this  being  Christmas."  He  shook 
his  head  slowly  in  mock  solemnity,  laughing 
to  himself.  Then,  suddenly  he  turned  on  the 
open  mouthed  crowd  and  bellowed  for  them 
to  get  on  their  way.  Turning  back  to  the 
boys,  he  surveyed  them  critically,  bursting 
into  open  laughter. 

"Ha — ye  should  see  your  eye,  me  lad," 
turning  to  the  smaller  boy,  "I  would  say 
it'll  be  a  pretty  purple  by  evening." 

"Why  don't  ya  mind  your  own  business, 
ya  big  palooka?"  Danny  sneered,  looking 
at  him  with  a  menacing  look. 

"The  back  of  me  hand  to  ye  for  your 
back  talk.  But  no  mind,  'tis  Christmas  and 
me  heart  is  full  of  charity  on  this  day. 
Come  on — I'll  treat  ye  boys  to  a  feed." 

For  the  first  time  the  other  boy  spoke — 
"Geez-do  ya  mean  it,  mister?  Do  ya  mean 
it?" 

"Sure  me  lad,  else  I  wouldn't  be  saying 
it,  would  I?" 

"Tanks.  I'm  Tom  Gessapolli.  My  ole  man 
runs  a  tanker  down  on  Halstead,  but  I  don't 
see  him  none.  Dis  is  Danny  Oglethorpe.  He 
ain't  got  no  family." 

"I  don't  need  one,"  Danny  snapped.  "I'm 
tough.   I   got  what   it  takes  to  get  along." 

"Do  ye  think  so  now?"  said  the  Irish- 
man. "Faith,  ye've  a  good  opinion  of  your- 
self." 

"So  what." 

"So — let's  go  to  Mabel's  for  some  food." 

Off  they  started,  the  giant  Irishman  be- 
tween the  boys  keeping  them  apart  as  well 
as  possible.  Once  at  Mabel's  the  boys  calm- 
ed down,  generally  giving  the  idea  that  they 
were    the    best    of    friends,    although    the 


noticeable  difference  in  their  personalities 
was  more  than  apparent.  Danny  sat  in 
sullen  silence  watching  the  other  two  eat 
the  turkey  with  contempuous  eyes.  Tommy 
snatched  eagerly  at  the  food,  cramming  it 
down  at  express-train  rate.  The  Irishman, 
to  keep  up  the  conversation,  told  of  his 
boyhood  days  in  Darbney  Fields,  of  sailing 
times,  of  adventures  in  China,  India,  Mo- 
rocco. Tommy  listened  with  open  mouth, 
asking  of  this  and  that,  drinking  in  every 
word.  Danny  sat  silently,  a  sneer  written 
on  his  pinched  features.  When  the  Irish- 
man had  finished  Danny  asked  him  in  a 
silken  voice  if  he  expected  them  to  believe 
that  line  of  milarky. 

"Me  lad,  seein'  this  is  Christmas,  I"ll  let 
that  pass  by,  but  what  ye  need  is  a  good 
thrashing." 

All  too  soon  for  Tommy,  the  dinner  was 
over,  the  check  paid  for. 

"Tanks,  mister,  youse  is  all  right,"  Tom- 
my grinned  his  thanks.  Danny  remained 
silent  as  usual. 

When  they  came  back  to  Danny's  news- 
paper stand,  the  giant  turned  to  the  two 
boys.  "It's  goodbye  now,  me  lads.  It's  been 
a  foine  dinner  and  I'm  grateful  to  ye  for 
your  company — 'twould  have  been  a  lonely 
Christmas  Eve  without  ye.  A  Merry  Christ- 
mas to  ye  and  good  luck,"  and  he  disappear- 
ed into  the  crowds  from  which  he  had  come. 


Y.  W.  C.  A.  CHRISTMAS  PARTY 

The  Y  cabinet  had  its  Christmas  dinner 
Thursday  evening,  December  14,  in  the  Y 
Hut.  Miss  Weatheroy  played  "Santa  Claus" 
and  gave  us  the  "surprises"  for  which  we 
had  drawn  names.  After  dinner  we  grouped 
around  the  Xmas  tree  for  a  good  old  song 
fest.  In  drawing  the  party  reluctantly  to  a 
close,  we  joinecT  wholeheartedly  in  a  toast 
to  our  own  Miss  Aileen  Weatherby,  and  our 
sponsors,  Miss  Mather  and  Miss  Yates,  for 
their  supervision  and  guidance  in  all  we  do 
— and  to  them,  to  you,  and  to  everyone,  we 
wish  a  very  Merry  Christmas. 
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What  Have  You 
Heard  In  Chapel? 

Tuesday,  November  21: 

It  has  been  rightly  said  that  more  ama- 
teur productions  have  been  ruined  by  bad 
stage  management  than  by  bad  acting.  With 
this  idea  in  mind  Jet  Maskers  presented  the 
Chapel  program  in  which  the  primary  pur- 
pose was  to  show  that  back-stage  organiza- 
tion is  as  necessary  for  a  smooth  running 
production  as  is  the  action  behind  the  foot- 
lights. The  various  backstage  crews  at- 
tending to  make-up,  properties,  sound  ef- 
fects, and  costumes,  as  well  as  the  prompter 
and  the  call  boy,  were  introduced  by  Loraine 
Peets,  chairman  of  the  costume  committee. 

Friday,  December  1: 

This  morning  Jet  Maskers  presented 
"Four  Women,"  a  skit  which  might  have 
had  for  its  setting  Royal  Street  in  New 
Orleans.  The  four  women  were  played  by 
Dorothy  Stutz,  the  Gypsy  Fortune-teller, 
June  Otley,  the  distressed  young  girl  with 
her  happiness  at  stake,  D.  Lee  Cooper,  the 
sophisticated  divorcee,  and  Ann  Holliday, 
the  selfish  mother.  As  the  curtain  is  drawn 
all  eyes  are  focused  on  the  center  of  the 
stage  where  sits  the  gypsy,  shuffling  a 
deck  of  cards.  The  plot  is  based  on  the 
trials  and  tribulations  of  the  three  women 
who  come  to  the  gypsy  because  their  hap- 
piness is  at  stake.  To  the  young  girl  the 
gypsy  says,  "Sensitive  finger-tips,  capable 
hands,  clear  judgment — why  do  you  come  to 
me?"  To  the  divorcee — "You  are  the  egotist 
who  never  thinks  or  feels  beyond  herself." 
To  the  mother  "Your  life  could  have  been 
happy.  You  were  born  with  great  advant- 
ages, everything  was  in  your  favor  but  one 
—ungovernable  temper."  Thanks  Jet  Mask- 
ers, do  it  again! 

Tuesday,   December  5: 

"And  now  abideth  faith,  hope  and  char- 
ity; but  the  greatest  of  these  is  charity," 
quoted  Father  Lang  of  the  Catholic  Church 
when  he  spoke  to  us  about  "Charity,"  in 
connection  with  the  love  we  have  for  our 
friends  and  family.  Father  Lang  spoke  of 
approaching  Christmas  time  in  the  spirit 
of  "giving,  not  receiving." 

Wednesday,  December  6: 

A  scripture  reading  by  Dr.  Cox,  and  sing- 
ing of  Christmas  hymns  by  the  student 
body. 


PRACTICAL  ARTS 


DID  YOU  EVER  SEE  A  CAKE  WALK- 
WELL  WE  DID 

Did  ya  ever  see  a  Cake  Walk?  Well,  we 
did,  and  it  was  Saturday  night,  November 
25.  The  clock  struck  8  o'clock  (it  sounded 
more  like  eat,  however)  and  down  the  halls 
came  a  racket  that  sounded  no  little  like 
the  Salvation  Army.  Clang!  Bang!  Clickety- 
clack — the  town  criers  were  on  parade  and 
with  the  call  of  food.  AH  dormitory  life 
ceased.  Within  five  minutes  the  Home  Ec. 
room  resembled  Grand  Central  Station  with 
people  dashing  toward  the  ticket  booth  to 
buy  chances.  Crusty  pecan  pies,  meringue 
peaked  chocolate  and  lemon  pies,  golden 
fried  chicken,  cookies,  glazed  rolls,  cake, 
and  many  other  "mouth  waterers"  were 
the  incentives.  The  cookies  were  not  staked, 
but  an  explanation  is  still  trying  to  be  made 
of  how  three  faculty  members  walked  off 
with  the  show  products  of  the  evening.  The 
few  pasteries  that  were  left  after  the  rush 
had  ceased  were  sold  to  straight  buyers, 
and  the  remaining  crumbs  in  each  of  the 
tins  were  devoured  by  the  proud  chefs.  The 
party  ended  with  a  sticky  smile  on  every 
face,  and  the  moon  smiled  down  on  a  trail 
of  human  Santa  Clauses  wending  their  way 
home. 


PRACTICAL  ARTS  PARTY 

The  Practical  Arts  Club  had  its  Christ- 
mas party  in  the  Home  Economic  Depart- 
ment at  5:30  on  Sunday  night,  December 
10.  Chicken,  potato  salad,  and  everything 
wonderful  was  served.  After  the  "eats," 
gifts  were  lifted  from  the  Christmas  tree, 
and  the  children  began  to  "play."  Success? 
You  know  it! 
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Hockey  Tournament: 
Is    Hard    Fo  u  g  h  t 

High    School-Junior    Hockey    Game 

The  first  game  of  the  hockey  tournament 
was  played  by  the  High  School  and  Juniors. 
The  game  started  out  with  a  bang  as  the 
Juniors  in  the  first  minute  of  the  game 
tcok  the  ball  down  the  field  for  a  goal. 
From  then  on  both  teams  were  in  there 
fighting,  making  it  a  fast  and  exciting 
game.  Shorty  Sheffer  was  an  outstanding 
player  in  the  game,  but  she  had  the  support 
of  the  team  which  was  right  in  there.  The 
Juniors  displayed  excellent  team  work.  As 
the  whistle  blew  at  the  end  of  the  game, 
the  score  stood  4-2  in  favor  of  the  High 
School. 

This  meant  that  the  Juniors  would  play 
the  Seniors,  and  the  winners  of  that  game 
would  play  the  High  School  for  the  champ- 
ionship  and  the   Goat. 

Seniors  vs.  Juniors 
The  second  game  in  the  hockey  tourna- 
ment the  Seniors  and  Juniors  played  to  see 
who  would  play  for  the  championship.  Be- 
ing that  so  much  was  at  stake  both  teams 
were  all  keyed  up.  The  whistle  blew  and 
the  game  started.  Throughout  the  game  the 
Seniors  managed  to  keep  an  upperhand — 
due  to  the  co-operation  of  the  team  and 
their  teamwork.  While  the  Juniors  failed 
to  score  but  once — in  the  second  half — 
they  always  had  the  spirit  and  the  team- 
work. When  the  game  ended,  the  Seniors 
had  won  by  a  score  of  4-1,  which  meant  the 
Seniors  would  play  the  High  School  for  the 
championship. 

Seniors  vs.   High   School 

What  was  supposed  to  be  a  championship 
game  between  High  School  and  Seniors 
turned  out  to  be  more  or  less  of  a  practice. 
But  what  an  exciting  and  thrilling  practice! 
Each  team  was  a  great  wall  of  resistance 
through  which  neither  team  could  break. 
The  ball,  at  one  end  of  the  field  one  second, 
was  at  the  other  end  the  next.  At  the  half 
the  score  was  tied  0-0.  Both  teams  were 
fighting  hard.  The  second  half  was  equally 
as  exciting  if  not  more  so.  The  seniors  made 
the    first   break    through    their    opponent's 


defense  to  score  a  goal  (Jinks  Marchmont, 
the  scorer.)  It  seemed  as  if  the  Seniors 
were  to  win,  when  in  the  last  minute,  the 
last  second  of  the  game,  the  ball  was  sud- 
denly in  the  goal:  a  score  for  the  High 
School,  and  the  game  was  over  with  the 
score   tied   1-1. 


FINAL  GAME 

Intense  excitement  infested  the  air  as  the 
two  teams  lined  up  facing  each  other,  grim 
and  determined.  Every  girl  on  that  field  had 
the  "do  or  die"  spirit,  ready  to  give  her  all 
for  the  sake  of  her  class.  Each  team  had 
been  informed  before  the  start  of  the  game 
that  in  case  the  game  should  end  with  a 
tie  again,  the  final  result  would  be  decided 
according  to  scores  of  the  previous  games. 

The  teams  were  most  evenly  matched. 
It  seemed  almost  like  the  whole  game  was 
a  game  of  chance,  but  from  the  moment 
the  whistle  blew  to  begin  the  game,  until 
it  blew  to  end  the  game,  both  teams  gave 
all  they  had,  showing  co-operation  among 
themselves,  and  good  sportsmanship  in  re- 
gard to  each  other. 

The  game  proved  to  be  a  very  fast  and 
exciting  one.  It  was  hard  to  estimate  how 
many  miles  the  ball  traveled,  but  the  mem- 
bers of  the  team  will  confirm  the  fact  that 
there  were  several.  The  ball  was  in  Senior 
territory  one  moment,  in  High  School  terri- 
tory the  next  moment.  The  game  was  not 
free  from  the  usual  penalties.  The  Seniors 
finally  broke  through  the  defense  of  the 
High  School  to  score  a  goal  in  the  first 
half.  Betsy  Biggert  made  the  score.  The 
second  half  was  equally  fast  and  exciting, 
and  it  was  the  High  School's  turn  to  score 
in  the  middle  of  the  second  half.  From  then 
on  the  ball  went  back  and  forth  toward 
each  goal  but  failed  to  reach  either.  Each 
team  was  trying  desperately  to  reach  its 
goal,  but  neither  could.  The  game  ended 
with  another  tie  1-1. 

In  accordance  with  the  official's  decision, 
announced  before  the  game,  in  regard  to  a 
possible  tie,  the  Seniors  were  declared  win- 
ners of  the  Hockey  Tournament,  and  re- 
ceivers of  His  Majesty,  The  Goat. 
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"SPRING  DANCE" 


"Flash !  Sorority  member  wins  her  man ! 
Sister  conspirators  aid  in  setting  trap." 
Yes,  it  really  happened  at  Gulf  Park  Col- 
lege in  the  delightful  production,  "Spring 
Dance."  After  weeks  of  constant  rehears- 
ing, stage  setting,  and  costume  planning 
under  the  direction  of  Miss  Goe  and  Miss 
Hudson,  Jet  Maskers  climaxed  with  the  re- 
sults Tuesday  night,  November  21.  The 
familiar  collegiate  atmosphere  and  the  un- 
usual settings  in  a  sorority  house  added 
to  the  zest  of  the  clever,  amusing  lines  of 
Philip  Barry's  play. 


Left, 

left   to 

right, 

Dottie    Conditt 

Shirley   Van  Dolah 

James  Rouse 

Oscar   Cassibry 

Grace  Rogers 

Jayne   Swartzbaugh 

^^  -*rf 

!  si!*! 

Above,   left   to    right, 
Grace    Rogers 
Dottie   Conditt 
Marge    Williams 
Shirley    Van    Dolah 
Kay   Hic\s 
Jayne   Swartzbaugh 

Left,   left   to   right, 
Dottie   Conditt 
Jayne   Swartzbaugh 
Kay   Hicl{s 
Shirley    Van   Dolah 


ELECT  NEW   BOARD  MEMBERS 

At  the  November  8  meeting  of  Jet  Mask- 
ers, two  new  members  were  elected  to  the 
club  Board  of  Directors — Dorothy  Stutz  of 
the  Junior  class  and  Lee  Burgess  of  High 
School.  These  two  in  co-operation  with 
Marge  Williams,  Julia  Norris,  Helene  Herz- 
feld,  and  Pat  Pipkin  make  up  the  Executive 
Committee. 

Plans  were  discussed  for  a  new  gas  burn- 
er to  be  installed  in  the  workshop  during 
the  holidays.  We  reached  this  decision  very 
quickly  after  the  trying  experience  of 
scrambling  eggs  on  the  antique  gas  heater 
at  the  Monday  morning  rehearsal,  Novem- 
ber 4.  We  may  not  be  able  to  make  a  "cake- 
walk"  on  this  new  stove,  but  we  can  make 
a  "kettle  sing" — I  betcha! 


JET  MASKERS  GIVE  RADIO  BROADCAST 

Wednesday  night,  November  29,  Jet 
Maskers  again  broadcast  from  station 
WGCM  in  Gulfport.  A  select  group  of  girls 
presented  the  skit,  "Rehearsal,"  under  the 
direction  of  Miss  Goe  and  Miss  Hudson. 

In  this  skit  the  story  begins  with  a 
group  of  college  girls  rehearsing  a  play. 
After  Shirley  Van  Dolah  introduced  the 
program,  Mary  Loraine  Peets,  as  the  di- 
rector of  the  play,  entered  the  scene  and 
greeted  three  of  the  characters  in  the  play 
— namely:  Christine,  played  by  Rachel 
White ;  Barbara,  played  by  Helene  Herz- 
field;  and  Sonia,  played  by  Julia  Norris. 
For  a  short  while  the  girls  argue  with  their 
director  about  the  selections  of  the  play. 
They  say  the  play  is  much  too  gloomy  to 
be  put  on  in  front  of  parents.  However, 
when  Freda  convinces  them  that  the  Pro- 
fessor of  English  Literature  chose  the  play 
and  not  she,  there  was  not  much  that  they 
could  say  except  that  sometimes  even  Eng- 
lish  Literature   is   out   of  place. 

When  Gertrude,  played  by  Marge  Wil- 
liams, finally  arrives,  the  girls  can  begin 
serious  work.  Once  in  awhile  they  are  in- 


terrupted by  Marjorie,  the  property  girl, 
played  by  Margaret  Harrison,  who  dis- 
covers that  the  play  calls  for  more  prop- 
erty than  she  had  been  notified.  During 
these  interruptions  the  girls  would  once 
again  resume  their  arguing.  This  time 
Gertrude  says  that  she  will  never  be  able 
to  live  this  play  down  with  her  little  broth- 
ers. In  one  last  appeal  Freda  tries  her  best 
to  hold  them  together  and  keep  them  work- 
ing because  the  announcements  of  the  play 
have  already  gone  out.  They  decide  to  go 
ahead  with  the  play  they  are  working  on, 
and  once  again  everyone  begins  to  work 
seriously.  Just  as  the  skit  ends,  Freda,  the 
director,  is  exclaiming,  "Curtain!" 

Everyone  thoroughly  enjoyed  the  clever 
skit,  and  we  will  all  be  listening  again 
Wednesday  night,  the  15th  of  December, 
when  Jet  Maskers  again  are  on  the  air. 


RADIO  PROGRAM 


For  their  final  radio  program  before  the 
Christmas  holidays,  the  Jet  Maskers  pre- 
sented on  December  13,  a  one-act  nativity 
play,  Children  of  the  Inn.  The  story  con- 
cerned Abithar,  the  inn-keeper  of  Bethle- 
hem; his  wife,  his  three  children — Miriam, 
an  invalid  daughter;  Isaac,  a  lazy,  mischev- 
ious  lad  of  ten;  Deborrah,  a  girl  of  twelve; 
Mary  and  Joseph ;  the  three  wise  men ;  and 
the   shepherds. 

If  the  crippled  daughter  ever  was  to  walk 
again,  her  father  was  going  to  marry  her 
to  a  rich  old  man  even  though  she  loved  a 
poor  shepherd  boy.  When  Mary  and  Joseph 
came  to  the  Inn  seeking  a  room,  they  were 
refused  though  the  cripped  girl  begged  her 
father  to  give  them  her  room.  From  that 
time  on  through  the  coming  of  the  Wise 
Men  and  the  shepherd  boy  who  loved  Mir- 
iam, a  miracle  was  unfolded — not  only  of 
crippled  feet  able  to  walk  again  but  of 
crippled  hearts  made  whole. 


TRYOUTS   FOR  "WUTHERING   HEIGHTS" 

Excitement — suspense  at  the  workshop! 
Tryouts  for  Wuthering  Heights  are  being 
held. 

The  play  is  based  on  Emily  Bronte's  novel 
and  is  somewhat  different  from  the  screen 
version.  The  plot  centers  around  the  pas- 
sionate love  affair  of  tempestuous  Catherine 
Ernshaw,  who  has  been  left  Wurthering 
Heights — a  bleak  house  on  the  Moors — and 
Heathcliff,  a  wild  gypsy  boy.  The  powerful 
lines,  the  fiery  acting,  costumes  and  setting 
make  Wurthering  Heights  a  "power-house" 
production,  believe  me!  We're  all  eagerly 
looking  forward  to  the  selection  of  the  cast, 
(who  by  the  way,  have  to  be  plenty  good 
to  get  a  part)  and  the  final  play  night. 
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Famous  Don  Cossack  Captain  de  Jaive 
Chorus  In  Coast  Is  Speaker  at 

Appearance  Conference 


Deems  Taylor,  the  foremost  music  critic 
of  today,  says  of  the  Don  Cossack  Choir, 
"The  best  chorus  I  ever  heard  or  ever  hope 
to  hear."  His  words  may  be  the  ones  with 
which  the  entire  universe,  or  at  least  those 
who  have  heard  the  choir  sing,  acclaims  and 
praises  these  White  Russian  singers.  This 
was  the  reaction  of  the  Gulf  Park  girls 
who  were  thrilled  and  awed  by  the  concert 
given  in  the  Gulfport  High  School  on  Sun- 
day afternoon,  November  19.  It  was  an  ex- 
perience they  will  never  forget. 


On  December  1  and  2,  Edmond  de  Jaive 
attended  a  meeting  of  the  South  Atlantic 
Modern  Language  Association  in  Birming- 
ham, Alabama.  It  was  the  twelfth  annual 
meeting,  and  was  held  at  the  Birmingham- 
Southern  College.  Before  a  group  of  French 
teachers,  Mr.  de  Jaive  presented  a  paper 
which  he  had  written  on  the  "Economic 
and  Political  Influences  Which  Act  on  the 
Teaching  of  Foreign  Languages  in  America." 


The  conductor  and  creator  of  the  choir, 
Serge  Jaroff,  is  as  interesting  and  magnetic 
a  character  as  anyone  could  hope  to  see 
in  any  performance  on  the  stage  or  else- 
where. This  tiny  man,  not  over  five  feet 
tall,  with  a  most  elfish-looking  face,  was 
the  center  of  attraction  throughout  the 
concert ;  he  was  a  very  wiry  and  energetic 
man.  It  is  through  the  outward  expression 
of  his  body,  his  face,  hands,  and  move- 
ments of  his  feet  that  he  is  able  to  direct 
his  choir  of  thirty-tree  husky  men. 

In  watching  Serge  Jaroff  and  listening 
to  the  music  which  sounded  unreal,  the 
girls  were  carried  to  another  world.  It 
doesn't  seem  possible  that  any  choir  could 
produce  such  music ;  so  magnificent  and 
inspiring.  As  they  sing,  their  eyes  are  in- 
tent on  Jaroff,  watching  his  every  move 
which  tells  each  one  exactly  what  he  is  to 
do  from  one  moment  to  the  next;  a  great 
spirit  of  co-operation  between  leader  and 
followers,  and  the  music  they  produce  to- 
gether  is   beautiful. 


The  girls  noticed  that  the  sentiment  and 
feeling  of  each  song  was  expressed  in  the 
faces  of  each  singer,  making  it  possible 
without  an  understanding  of  the  words  to 
sense  the  emotion  evoked  by  the  song 
whether  it  was  comical,  sentimental,  gay, 
sad,  or  joyous.  This  is  one  reason  perhaps 
why  the  Cossacks  have  become  so  under- 
standing and  famous.  Each  man  has  his 
part  to  do  and  does  it  beautifully.  Each  man 
has  an  outstanding  characteristic  by  which 
he  is  known.  One,  a  very  high  soprano, 
named  Basile  Bolotive,  seemed  to  express 
the  feelings   of  the  song  a  bit  more  than 


Mr.  de  Jaive  is  the  Vice-President  of  the 
American  Association  of  Teachers  of  French. 


the  others.  As  he  sang,  his  whole  face  lit 
up  with  enthusiasm;  more  than  once  did 
he  appear  to  be  earnestly  praying  as  he 
sang.  He  held  every  one's  attention.  One 
couldn't  help  but  feel  as  though  he  wanted 
to  smile  or  cry  with  him;  however,  he  was 
only  one  of  the  thirty-three  who  had  his 
heart  and  song  in  his  music. 

The  songs  were  all  sung  in  Russian,  but 
translations  were  found  on  the  programs. 
Many  of  the  songs  were  familiar:  "Black 
Eyes,"  "The  Road  From  Petersburg," 
"Evening  Bells,"  "Two  Guitars,"  "A  Sold- 
ier's Joke,"  and  "Lord,  Have  Mercy  Upon 
Us."  The  effect  of  these  songs  and  the 
beauty  in  which  they  were  sung  is  indes- 
cribable. To  know  the  beauty  and  inspira- 
tion of  their  singing  one  must  hear  it,  and 
once  heard,  the  Don  Cossack  Choir  will 
never  be  forgotten. 

The  concert  was  an  opportunity  no  one 
should  have  passed  up.  To  those  who  at- 
tended the  concert  it  will  be  remembered 
as  one  of  the  most  impressive  and  awe- 
some programs  of  the  year,  to  always  re- 
member. 
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READING:    MY    UNFINISHED   TASK 

Most  people  regard  reading  as  a  pleasant, 
relaxing  occupation  to  be  enjoyed  at  one's 
leisure.  To  a  few  uneducated  and  unenlight- 
ened mortals,  reading  is  bcresome.  To  me, 
reading,  which  is  my  hobby,  is  neither  a 
pleasant  occupation  or  a  dull  experience, 
but  excruciating  torture.  I  drive  myself  to 
read  as  much  as  possible.  I  am  a  queer  sort 
of  person,  and  I  suppose  a  queer  hobby  is 
to  be  expected.  Since  I  take  life  so  serious- 
ly— from  writing  themes  to  riding  horses — 
naturally  I  pursue  my  hobby  in  the  same 
manner.  Desperately  I  drive  myself  ahead; 
plowing  through  innumerable  books  regard- 
less of  their  quality  or  quantity.  I  attempt 
to  grasp  every  detail,  and  yet  I  try  to  read 
every  book  I  can.  It  is  a  hopeless  task.  I 
pay  no  attention  to  my  weak,  strained  eyes, 
even  though  the  print  seems  blurred  and 
the  words  turn  somersaults,  for  there  is 
work  to  be  done.  I  grow  cold  when  I  think 
of  my  short  life  on  earth  and  of  all  the 
books  I  must  read  before  I  die.  I  console 
myself  with  the  thought  that  God,  per- 
haps, will  make  my  heaven  a  libraxy  and 
will  present  me  with  a  new  pair  of  eyes. 

No  doubt  you  wonder  how  I  could  possibly 
enjoy  such  a  hobby,  if  I  enjoy  it.  I  enjoy 
reading  and  I  am  at  the  height  of  my  glory 
when  I  am  engrossed  in  a  book  of  any  kind. 
I  can  not  remember  the  time  when  I  was 
unable  to  read.  In  fact,  I  read  the  story  of 
Peter  Rabbit  while  I  could  only  manage  to 
call  him,  "Pa  Waddie."  My  grandmother 
was  directly  responsible  for  my  great  in- 
terest in  reading  at  such  an  early  age  and 
furnished  the  fodder  for  my  present  hobby. 
She  instilled  within  my  soul  a  love  and 
respect  for  literature  that  shall  never  die. 
In  the  beginning,  reading  was  a  pleasant 
hobby  for  me  to  ride.  I  had  no  childhood 
friends,  so  the  characters  from  the  books 
I  read  became  my  playmates.  They  were 
real  to  me.  I  suffered  their  joys  and  sor- 
rows to  the  point  of  emotional  exhaustion. 
I  lived  and  grew  up  in  a  world  of  my  own 
imagination — a  world  apart,  peopled  by  the 
characters  from  my  favorite  books.  How 
real  the  Wizard  of  Oz  was  to  me !  How  many 
tears  I  shed  over  Beth  March's  untimely 
death !  I  read  my  favorite  stories  over  and 
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over,  hoping  each  time  that  the  story  would 
end  differently.  As  I  hanged  with  the  years 
from  a  shy  child  to  a  backword  adolescent, 
I  realized  that  I  must  not  waste  my  precious 
hours  mooning  over  these  childhood  classics, 
but  must  read  other  books.  I  plunged  into 
my  task  with  laudable  enthusiam ;  but  every 
good  thing  may  be  carried  too  far.  Now 
the  enthusiam  is  quite  out  of  the  weak  con- 
trol of  the  anemic  adult  that  I  am  today. 

I  am  all  wrong  in  my  method  of  reading, 
but  perhaps,  I  am  too  old  to  change  and 
the  habit  has  become  too  strong.  My  con- 
dition is  grave — a  chronic  bock  worm  with 
acute  indigestion.  College  may  help  me,  for 
I  now  have  no  time  for  reading.  Reading 
may  in  time  become  a  pleasant,  relaxing 
hobby.  Then  I  shall  read  the  best  sellers  ten 
years  after  publication  instead  of  ten  weeks 
as  I  do  now.  It  would  be  a  less  nerve-wrack- 
ing hobby,  even  if  I  would  then  be  classed 
as  a  "back  number."  But  then  is  it  not 
better  to  be  a  back  number  than  to  have 
a    cell    number? 

— Louise   Major 


BOOKS   I   HAVE   READ 


A  six  year  old  child  is  certainly  not  ex- 
pected to  comprehend  and  retain  all  of  any 
one  book.  Therefore,  when  I  state  the  names 
of  all  the  books  I  have  read  which  have 
stood  out  in  my  memory,  and  when  these 
books  begin  with  Hitty  by  Rachel  Field,  it 
must  be  taken  for  granted  that  to  me  this 
book  is  outstanding.  This  was  my  first 
glimpse  into  a  really  well-written  book,  and 
although  I  did  not  fully  appreciate  Rachel 
Field's  very  accurate  character-sketch,  I 
did  become  completely  engrossed  in  her  main 
character,  "Hitty."  This  rather  unconscious- 
ly set  a  standard  for  me  in  judging  my  later 
selection  of  books.  Consequently,  when  I 
read  Alice  In  Wonderland  by  Lewis  Carroll, 
I  found  that  I  had  stumbled  upon  another 
delightfully  fantastic  story.  Although  it  has 
been  said  that  Alice  In  Wonderland  is  only 
truly  appreciated  by  adults,  I  can  not  see 
how  any  adult  could  possibly  be  as  en- 
grossed in  or  get  more  enjoyment  from 
this  book  than  the  children  I  have  seen 
reading  it.  It  is,  in  my  opinion,  definitely 
a  child's  book. 
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of  Great  Delight 


My  mind,  from  this  point  on,  seems  to 
have  matured  somewhat ;  for  I  find  that 
Green  Mansions  by  Hudson  is  another  fav- 
orite. Leaving  character-sketches,  I  found 
the  enjoyment  in  this  book  came  from  the 
pure  beauty  of  Hudson's  descriptions.  His 
selection  of  words,  and  attention  to  em- 
phasis of  these  words,  held  me  spellbound. 

It  was  not  long,  however,  before  I  was 
again  delving  into  books  to  find  my  favorite 
type-character  sketches.  This  time  Lytton 
Strachey  came  to  my  aid  with  Queen  Vic- 
toria. Although  I  studied  this  book,  tearing 
it  apart  and  again  building  it  up,  I,  for  the 
first  time,  gained  a  true  and  unconfused  pic- 
ture of  Victoria — as  a  woman  and  a  queen. 

Up  to  this  time  I  had  read  none  of  Shake- 
speare's plays  or  sonnets.  Having  grown  up 
with  the  fact  that  Shakespeare  was  the 
greatest  author  of  all  time,  I  had  rather 
shied  away  from  his  works,  thinking  them 
too  difficult.  To  my  amazement,  however, 
my  first  sight  into  his  Macbeth  proved 
fascinating.  His  wording  comes  the  nearest 
to  being  absolutely  perfect  of  anyone  else's 
that  I  have  read.  How  he  could  have  chosen 
such  apt  words  will  ever  remain  a  mystery 
to  me. 

Perhaps  on  the  next  level  under  Shake- 
speare comes  Victor  Hugo  with  his  Les 
Miserables.  While  reading  it,  I  found  my- 
self actually  experiencing  the  same  thing 
Jean  Valjean  was  going  through.  It  stands 
to  reason  that  only  the  most  well  written 
of  books  can  do  this  to  one. 

Of  the  poetry  I  have  read,  two  collec- 
tions stand  out  in  my  memory  the  most. 
The  first  of  these  in  Spocn  River  Anthology 
by  Edgar  Lee  Masters.  If  ever  there  has 
been  a  better  and  more  varied  collection 
of  characters,  I  should  like  to  be  informed. 
Perhaps  the  main  point  that  appealed  to 
me  was  the  fact  that  his  metrical  scheme 
seemed,  in  each  separate  verse,  to  carry 
out  the  precise  mood  and  character  of  the 
person  under  discussion.  While  it  cannot 
be  disputed  that  he  did  this  and  did  it  well, 
there  seems  to  be  one  poet  who  surpasses 
him.  Edna  St.  Vincent  Millay's  poetry  has 
touched  as  no  other  on  the  beauty  of  The 
Harp  Weaver.  Of  the  books  that  have  made 
the  greatest  impression  on  these  twelve 
years  of  my  life,  it  is  this  one  which  is, 
and  probably  will  remain  for  some  time 
to  come,  the  outstanding  book  in  my  memory 
—The  Harp  Weaver.  —Betty  Griffin 


Reading  is  such  fun  when  one  has  the 
right  attitude  toward  it.  For  instance,  I  hate 
to  read  when  I  feel  obliged  to ;  but  on  the 
other  hand,  there  is  nothing  I  love  more 
when  the  mood  possesses  me.  At  such  times 
it  has  the  power  to  lift  me  completely  from 
the  world  about  and  transform  me  to  a 
lowly  peasant,  as  in  Pearl  S.  Buck's  Mother; 
or  it  can  make  me  feel  that  I  have  lived 
centuries  and  experienced  every  adventure 
and  emotion  that  ever  took  place,  as  in 
Anthony   Adverse. 

When  I  was  younger  and  read  a  great 
deal,  those  ridiculous  mystery  stories 
thrilled  me  no  end.  From  that  stage  I  went 
enthusiastically  to  light  romantic  plots ;  and 
thought,  of  course,  that  these  were  truly 
the  essence  of  literature.  During  my  sopho- 
more year  in  high  school  my  Auntie  gave 
me  a  copy  of  Gone  With  the  Wind —  I  read 
it  no  less  than  three  times,  and  lived  it 
for  months.  In  my  junior  year  we  studied 
poetry;  and  Keats  and  Shelley  became  a 
part  of  my  every  breath,  their  poetry  must 
verily  have  entered  my  soul,  if  this  be  at 
all  possible.  I  became  pensive  and  even 
melancholy  as  I  devoured  volumes  of  their 
poems.  Poe's  poetry,  stories,  and  life  made 
me  feel  that  maybe  I  could  be  insane,  or 
perhaps  everyone  in  the  world  was,  but 
him  and  me.  Endlessly,  I  reread  his  works 
and  loved  them  more  each  time.  While 
studying  Shakespeare's  plays,  I  considered 
myself  quite  a  brilliant  person  every  time 
I  discovered  a  hidden  meaning  in  one  of 
his  eloquent  lines.  Now,  I  find  myself  en- 
joying just  about  any  type  of  literature; 
and  spasmodically,  I  read  everything  I  can 
lay  my  hands  on,  but  sometimes  I  let  a 
month  slip  by  and  never  even  think  of 
reading  for  the  shear  pleasure  of  so  doing. 
This  past  summer  I  read  about  ten  books, 
of  which  I  consider  Rebecca  and  Years  of 
Grace  the  best.  The  novel  of  the  Grapes  of 
Wrath  type  disgusts  me;  but  there  was  a 
certain  something  that  fascinated  me  into 
reading  it  through  to  the  finish — then  I 
could  have  sworn  at  myself  for  wasting 
my  time. 

— Dorothy   Stutz 
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MY   FAVORITE    BOOKS 

Have  you  ever  sat  for  hours,  spellbound, 
reading  exciting,  seemingly  impossible 
stories  of  the  romantic  past?  If  you  have 
not,  you  have  missed  a  thrill  different  from 
that  afforded  by  anything  else.  One  of  the 
greatest  sources  of  interest  and  amusement 
to  me  is  books  that  describe  past  times  in 
various  ways.  I  can  be  no  happier  than 
when  I  have  my  nose  buried  in  a  family 
album  or  a  scrapbook  of  old  snapshots  that 
tell   happenings   of  the   "good  old   days." 

My  favorite  book  of  this  type  is  one  that 
affords  amusement  for  me  every  time  I 
open  its  cover.  No  matter  how  many  times 
I  look  through  it  I  will  never  tire  of  this 
intriguing  book  titled,  Old  Tintypes.  Being 
primarily  concerned  with  the  tintypes, 
which  are  old  fashioned  photographs,  this 
book  has  little  description.  However,  each 
picture  is  preceded  by  a  page  or  two  of 
description  which  tells  the  history  and  an 
amusing  incident  concerning  each  person. 
It  is  written  in  the  first  person  and  the 
author  talks  of  each  one  photographed  as  a 
relative  of  his.  His  wit  and  peculiarities  in 
presenting  these  amusing  people  keep  one 
laughing  for  hours. 

Another  type  of  book  portraying  past 
times  that  arouses  more  interest  in  the 
minds  of  the  majority  of  the  people  is  the 
familiar  scrapbook  whose  contents  may  be 
either  personal  or  impersonal.  Almost  every- 
one has,  at  some  time,  enjoyed  spending  an 
afternoon  looking  at  old  pictures  collected 
over  a  long  period  of  time.  This  pastime 
can  start  one's  memory  or  imagination  to 
work  and  bring  to  one's  mind  clear  pictures 
connected  with  the  times  suggested. 

The  lure  of  books  telling  of  past  times  is 
something  that  can  easily  get  in  one's 
blood.  Starting  with  a  mild  interest,  a  per- 
son soon  finds  that  he  is  drawn  to  these 
books  as  to  a  magnet.  There  is  something 
so  fascinating  and  so  intriguing  about  them 
that  he  can  not  stay  away.  There  is  def- 
initely a  great  value,  both  educational  and 
cultural,  in  keeping  up  with  books  of  this 
type  although  this  is  only  one  phase  of 
reading. 

June  McMurtry 


THE  WORM  TURNS 


What  chance  does  a  bookworm  have  of 
improving  her  literary  style?  No,  gentle 
reader,  Professor  Quiz  is  not  asking  you 
this  question,  because  to  most  people  the 
negative  answer  would  be  perfectly  evident. 
In  a  disgusted  tone  they  would  make  a 
slighting  remark  about  the  absurdity  of  a 


chic  literary  larva.  A  few  kind  souls  might 
mutter  some  nonsense  about  caterpillars 
turning  into  butterflies;  but  their  well- 
meaning  remarks  would  be  of  no  assistance. 
To  the  worm,  the  problem  is  a  serious  one 
to  be  cogitated  upon  with  the  deepest  con- 
centration. Imagine  the  gigantic  propor- 
tions the  problem  becomes  from  a  worm's 
eye  view— my  view  of  the  question,  need  I 
add?  Forever  must  I  continue  writing  the 
same  old  ideas  in  the  same  worm-eaten 
style?  I  seem,  then,  to  have  no  chance  of 
improving  my  literary  style.  Writing  letters 
and  themes  should  give  me  excellent  op- 
portunities to  cultivate  my  style  if  practice 
does  make  perfect.  Each  week  I  write  a 
theme — or  should  I  say  "grind  out"  a  theme 
—only  to  accentuate  the  folly  of  attempting 
to  make  an  interesting  writer  of  anything 
as  dull  as  a  bookworm.  I  turn  out  hordes  of 
letters,  if  you  will  kindly  grant  me  the  li- 
cense due  an  author  in  so  boldly  calling  my 
pitiful,  thoughtless  notes  letters.  They  do 
not  even  do  me  justice.  From  "how  happy 
I  was  to  receive  your  letter" — (when  all  the 
while  I  am  begrudging  the  time  spent  in 
answering  it,)  through  "the  lovely  weath- 
er," and  to  the  inevitable  "six  days  until 
Christmas,"  my  letters  are  farces.  The  trag- 
edy of  the  situation  lies  in  the  fact  that 
every  piece  of  writing  I  do  has  the  same, 
empty  style.  My  letters  never  warrant  an- 
swers; so,  I  suppose,  I  owe  "Uncle  Sam"  an 
apology  for  making  sarcastic  remarks  about 
the  inefficiency  of  the  United  States  Mail 
Service.  I  have  thrown  away  my  two,  big 
chances  for  improving  my  literary  style. 
Should  I,  the  bungling  bookworm,  give  up 
all  hope  of  becoming  an  interesting  writer! 

No,  I  have  one  chance — it  is  a  long 
chance,  but  I  am  staking  my  "all"  upon  it. 
It  is  the  possibility  that  in  this  year  at 
Gulf  Park  I  may  emerge  from  my  intel- 
lectual cocoon  and  become  a  social  butter- 
fly. I  know  that  butterflies  are  not  partic- 
ularly intelligent  creatures;  but  I  hope  to 
strike  the  "happy  medium"  between  the 
socially  ostrocized  bookworm  and  the  social- 
ly minded  butterfly.  Through  the  experience 
of  meeting  new  girls,  living  in  a  new  en- 
vironment and  making  mental  adjustments, 
I  shall  change  my  own  personality.  This 
change  is  bound  to  exert  a  profound  in- 
fluence upon  my  style  of  writing.  Perhaps, 
instead  of  being  tongue-tied  before  people 
and  "pen-tied"  before  my  theme  tablet,  I 
shall  cultivate  an  easy  use  of  tongue  and 
pen.  Oh,  I  still  have  hope  that  this  year 
shall  improve  my  literary  style  to  the  point 
that  my  mail  box,  at  least,  will  be  free  of 
dust. 

— Louise   Major 
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BIT  and   SPUR 


MOONLIGHT   RIDE 

There  was  a  full  moon  November  26, 
when  Margery  Wiener,  Sue  Kienzle,  Ro- 
berta Warner,  Mary  Millson,  and  Lulu  La- 
Flamme,  escorted  by  Miss  Sinclair  and  Mr. 
Curry  of  Gulfport,  rode  in  the  light  of  the 
moon  for  an  all  too  short  a  time. 

The  ride  was  indeed  enjoyed  and  each 
girl  vowed  to  renew  the  experience  with 
the  return  of  every  full  moon. 


A.  A.  KID  PARTY 

The  Athletic  Association  has  continued 
to  function  regularly,  every  week  carrying 
on  its  work.  Its  latest  piece  of  work  was  to 
prepare  for  the  hockey  tournament.  J't 
might  be  interesting  to  know  that  Nan 
Hatch  was  the  artist  who  made  the  poster 
advertising  the  games. 

Also  the  A.  A.  has  been  discussing  its 
annual  Kid  Party  to  be  held  this  year  on 
January  6.  Listen,  kiddies,  don't  forget  to 
bring  back  some  costumes.  It  is  very  im- 
portant that  you  do  so.  It  will  be  as  all 
Kid  Parties  are — full  of  fun !  Let  the  poster 
made  by  Mary  Jean  Burns  serve  as  a  re- 
minder. With  your  cooperation  and  spirit, 
this  year's  Kid  Party  will  be  the  best  ever. 
Don't  forget  the  Kid  Party  January  6,  1940 ! 

Before  you  leave,  "His  Majesty  the 
Goat"  wants  to  express  his  wish  to  you  for 
a  grand  and  glorious  Christmas  vacation. 
Also  he  wants  to  remind  you  of  the  spirit 
of  fellowship  and  good  sportsmanship 
which  the  A.  A.  attempts  to  foster.  Re- 
member the  ideals  of  friendship,  loyalty, 
and  spirit,  those  ideals  of  personality  and 
character  which  "His  Majesty"  so  loves  to 
see  in  every  Gulf  Park  Girl.  He  sends  his 
wishes  to  all  for  a  most  "Merry,  Merry 
Christmas  and  Happy  New  Year!" 


"Spring  Dance"  Is 
Presented  Before 
Capacity  Audience 

Before  a  capacity  audience  on  November 
21  at  the  Gulf  Park  College  auditorium,  the 
Jet  Maskers  presented  its  annual  enter- 
tainment in  the  form  of  a  three-act  comedy 
drama,  entitled  "Spring  Dance,"  directed 
by  Misses  Ida  Mae  Goe  and  Atwood  Hud- 
son. 

Stage  settings  and  characterizations  were 
excellent  and  the  swift  moving  action  of 
the  play  in  a  sorority  house  on  the  campus 
of  a  girls'  college  held  the  attention  of  the 
audience. 

Jayne  Swartzbough,  as  charming  Alex 
Benson,  seemed  quite  perplexed  over  just 
what  to  do  about  finding  herself  in  love 
with  her  heart-throb  going  off  to  Russia. 
To  solve  her  problem  a  plan  was  carried 
out  by  her  sorority  sisters,  "wild  and  wool- 
ly" (Grace  Rogers,)  "big  sister"  Kate  (Kay 
Hicks,)  "pretty  but  dumb"  Franny  (Dot- 
tie  Conditt,)  and  "rich  and  witty"  Mady 
(Shirley  Van  Dolah,)  Mildred  the  "Sterl- 
ing" maid  (Julia  Norris,)  and  the  brilliant 
Professor  Beckett  (Lee  Alford)  aided  and 
advised  the  girls;  while  Miss  Ritchie,  the 
house-mother  (Marge  Williams)  always 
seemed  to  complicate  matters  by  intruding 
at  the  wrong  time.  The  prime  object  of 
Alex's  love  interest  Sam  (Oscar  Cassibry) 
and  Franny's  ideal  Hat  (James  Rouse) 
were  both  "bitten  by  the  little  love  bug" 
so  said  the  Lippincot  (David  Miller.)  The 
latter,  carefree,  photographing,  college 
man,  thought  he  knew  all  about  women — 
until  he  entered  the  portals  of  a  sorority 
house. 

The  entire  performance  was  thoroughly 
enjoyed  by  the  audience  of  the  Gulf  Park 
student  body  and  faculty,  and  many  Coast 
residents.  Much  of  the  success  of  the  play 
was  due  to  the  efforts  and  co-operation  of 
the  stage  staff.  Mr.  Whitten  supervised  the 
technical  staff.  Committes  were:  Make  up, 
Pat  Pipkin,  Martha  Cox,  and  Dorothy  Pat- 
ton  ;  properties,  Margaret  Harrison,  Betsy 
Biggert,  and  Ann  Holiday;  sound  effects, 
Helene  Herzfeld;  costumes,  Mary  Loraine 
Peets,  June  Otley,  Dorothy  Stutz,  Faye 
Wimberly,  and  Dorothy  Lee  Cooper;  call 
girl,  Puds  Pratt;  prompter,  Lee  Burgess. 
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STUDENTS       VOICE 


THE    STAINED    GLASS    WINDOW 


MY  CHRISTMAS 


A   beautiful   cathedral   stood 
With  heaven-reaching  spires 
Of  looking  at  this  holy  shrine 
A  person  never  tries. 

A  tiny  ragged  city  urchin 

Dripping  wet  and  cold 

Did    stand    before    this    church    one    night 

His   papers   he   did   fold. 

He  had  not  home  nor  parent  one 
No  one  to  care  for  him. 
He  was  alone  and  cold  that  night. 
And  none  would  take  him  in. 

. 

His  life  was  one  so  innocent 
There  was  no  beauty  there 
And  yet  he  found  by  looking  'round 
His  beauty  ev'ry  where. 

There  was  sometimes  a  smile  for  him 
He  treasured  every  one  ; 

A  bird  once  landed  near  his  feet 
And  from  him  did  not  run. 

These  little  things — so  much  to  him 
He  locked  inside  his  heart 
When  he  was  sad,  on  them  he'd  think 
And  sadness  would  depart. 

This  night  he  had  his  papers   still, 
He   stopped,   them   to   fold, 
Before  this  church  so  beautiful 
With  hands  so  numb  with  cold. 

He  laid  his  papers  on  the  ground 
And  knelt  in  prayer  by  them 
The  Virgin  from  a  window  high 
Was  surely  moving  toward  him. 

She  knelt  and  took  his  little  form 
Into  her  mother  arms 
And  put  him  in  God's  loving  care 
Forever  safe  from  harm. 

— Alice  Freels 


INTROVERT 

So    like    a    turtle    really, 
His  mind  is  on  a  shelf. 
When  someone  tries 
To  drag  it  out, 
It   shrinks   within   itself. 


Icicles  and  snowy  roofs, 
Bob  sleds  and  horses'  hoofs; 
All  remind  me  of 
Christmas   in  Missouri. 


Carolers  that  pass  in  the  night, 
Windows  with  their  Christmas  light; 
All  remind  me  of 
Christmas   in  Missouri. 

Twinkling  candles   and   trees    of   green, 
Santa  Claus  upon  the  scene; 
All  remind  me  of 
Christmas    in    Missouri 

Beaming  faces,  brilliant   with   joys 
Tissue  wrapped  presents,  sweets  and  toys ; 
All   remind  me  of 
Christmas  in  Missouri. 

Midnight  services  on  Christmas  Eve, 
Fun,  joy,  and  Santa  Claus,  always  make  me 

believe 
That  I'll  remember 
Christmas   in  Missouri. 

Jane  Van   Cleve 


CHARITY 


Oh,  Mother  dear,  where  are  my  hat, 
And  shoes  and  coat  and  pocketbook, 
Why  have  my  things  so  disappeared 
When  they  were  hanging  on  this  hook? 

Has  sister  gone  again  to-night? 
With   her  best  beau  and   my   hat   too? 
Why  must  she   wear  my  bestest   things 
Oh,  Mother  dear,  I  am  so  blue. 

She  thinks   my   things   are   twice   as   good 
As  those  which  hang  upon  her  wall, 
And   she's   even  got  my  new  blue   dress 
Although  to  wear  it,   she's  much  too  tall. 

Someday,  I  think  I'll  tell  her  so 
But  then — she  mightn't  let  me  wear 
That  luscious  new  gold  lame  dress 
She  says  she's  so  afraid  I'll  tear. 


I  guess  I've  nothing  else  to  do 
But  sit  in  silence  and  let  her  take 
And    wear    my    clothes    year    in    year 
And  mark  it  up  to  charity's  sake. 


out, 


—Betty  Griffin 


-Marjorie  Kennedy 
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VIEWS       IN       VERSE 


FASHION 


PRAIRIE    SPELL 


Long  ago  in  the  nineteenth  century 
Eighteen  and  ninety  the  year 
Miss  Van  Aston  lead  all  society 
In  days  when  fashions  were  queer. 

The  wasp  waist  was  a  prime  favorite 
And  corsets  that  laced  up  the  back 
Took  your  breath  and  distorted  your  breath- 
ing 
But  gave  you  the  figure  you  lacked. 

Miss  Van  Aston  was  to  be  married  that  sea- 
son 
Her  wedding  planned  by  her  mother  to  be 
A  triumph  long  after  remembered 
As  breathless  and  lovely  to  see. 

The  night  was  warm;  full  of  moonlight 
Stars  hung  high  in  the  sky 
But  the  guests  were  oblivious  to  nature 
As  the  miuutes  ticked  slowly  by. 

They  stood  in  hushed  expectation 
As  the  wedding  music  was  played 
Anxious  to  see  Miss  Van  Aston's  creation 
To  be  worn  by  the  beautiful  maid. 

She  slowly  came  down  the  church  aisle 
Her  gown  was  a  vision  of  lace 
The  crowd  was  held  spellbound  with  wonder 
'Til  they  noticed  the  look  on  her  face. 

As  she  walked  her  form  changed  shape  there 
The  trouble  apparent  to  see 
Her  bustle  came  loose  and  fell  downward 
It  luckliy  caught  at  her  knee. 

r     *  *  I    **  "1 

The  wedding  day  ended  at  last  in  confusion 
The  changed  bride  went  on  her  way 
Tho'  not  whispered  about — this  old  legend 
That  bustles  went  out  the  next  day. 

— Marietta   Jonas 


My  mind  is  swayed  like  the  waving  grain, 

And  the  turbulent  wail 

Of  the  wind  in  the  swale 
Echoes  true  the  thought  of  my  brain. 

My  variant  will  tosses  to  and  fro, 

And  my  head  is   awhirl 

Like  the  riotous  swirl 
Of  the   eddying  stream  below. 

My  mind  is  upheaved  by  a  tumult  of  thought, 
As  the  leaves  on  the  trees 
Are  confused  by  the  breeze 

In  the  grove  that  my  toil  has  wrought. 

The  prairie  spell  has  a  mighty  grasp 

But  it  passes   away 

As  the  dawn  in  the  gray 
And  I  master  my  soul  at  last. 

—Betty  Griffiv 


A  SORROWING  WORLD 


THIS  MAN 

When  This  Man  died 
He   reached   the   land 
Where   streets    were   gold 
And  work  was  banned. 

Everyone  smiled 
And  all  was  play 
The  servants  served 
Him   every  day 

The  sun  always  shined 
Wishes  came  true 
This  man  hadn't 
A  thing  to  do. 


World,    thy    heart    must    be    heavy    with 

sorrow, 
World,  they  eyes  must  be  laden  with  tears, 
For  this  is  an  age  of  bitterness  and  hate, 
World,    I   can    understand    thy   fears. 

World,  thy  head  should  be  light  with  peace, 
World,  thy  mind  should  be  free  from  care, 
For  this   is   the   time   of   the   Christ-child's 

birth, 
World,  let  us  fold  our  hands  in  prayer. 

— June  Otley 


He  got  so  bored 
With   things  this  swell 
He   asked   a  man 
The  way  to  hell. 

The  fellow  laughed 
Then   made   a   bow 
And  said,  "You  fool, 
You're  there  right  now!' 


-Lee  Burgess 
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ORIGIN   and   DEVELOPMENT 
OF  GREETINGS 


"A  Merry  Christmas  and  a  Happy  New 
Year  To  You."  This  expression  quoted  so 
often  was  used  on  the  very  first  Christmas 
card.  It  was  written  by  W.  M.  Egley,  a  boy 
of  sixteen.  He  got  his  idea  from  the  Christ- 
mas pieces  he  wrote  in  school.  At  the  end 
of  each  term  the  children  were  required  to 
write  a  Christmas  piece  to  their  parents  to 
show  them  their  accomplishments  during 
the  year. 

In  1846  Sir  Henry  Cole,  one  of  the  bus- 
iest men  of  the  day,  hired  John  Calcott 
Horsley  to  make  some  greeting  cards  for 
him.  He  sent  them  to  his  friends  instead 
of  writing  the  customary  letters.  Horsley's 
work  was  lithographed  and  the  cards  were 
colored  by  hand.  At  first  the  people  who 
received  these  cards  were  indignant,  but 
by  the  next  year  the  idea  was  copied  by 
many. 

In  a  handful  of  years  everyone  in  Eng- 
land was  a  Christmas  Card  addict.  The  first 
published  had  high  ideals.  Only  the  best  art- 
ists could  make  the  cards.  All  the  members 
of  the  Royal  Academy  were  running  at  their 
beck  and  call. 

Then  came  the  Kate  Greenaway  period. 
Kate  Greenaway  decorated  her  cards  with 
little  sprites,  gnomes  and  fairies.  All  of  the 
early  cards  had  quite  a  variety  about  them. 
The  pictures  of  sunsets,  nude  bathers,  fair- 
ies, fish  and  even  green  beetles  outshown 
the  seasonal  idea  of  Christmas.  Another 
period  was  influenced  by  the  Gothic  ele- 
ment. 

Trick  cards  flourished.  Matches,  cork, 
dried  flowers  decorated  the  cards,  and  were 
usually  accompanied  by  some  pun. 

The  Christmas  Card  idea  came  to  Amer- 
ica with  Louis  Prang.  He  made  some  cards 
and  sold  his  first  set  abroad.  Because  of 
his  perfected  lithographic  process  and  multi- 
color painting,  his  cards  were  comparable 
to  the  best  in  England.  The  American  de- 
signs were  more  Christmasy  than  the  Eng- 
lish ones.  Prang  loved  nature,  and  floral 
reproductions  were  his  favorites.  The  next 
year  he  tried  his  idea  on  the  American 
people  and  could  not  make  enough  for  the 
demand. 


The  American  designs  were  of  holly  and 
mistletoe;  they  glowed  with  candles;  the 
Yule  log  burned  brightly;  and  Santa  Claus 
went  places  and  did  things.  The  poinsettia 
was  adopted  as  the  Christmas  flower.  Dur- 
ing the  war  period  economical  cards  were 
sent  on  cheap  brown  paper  tied  with  hemp. 

This  industry  has  increased  by  leaps  and 
bounds.  Recently  a  group  of  American  ar- 
tists decided  that  the  familiar  Christmas 
card  needed  a  new  vitality,  freshness,  and 
variety.  So  they  turned  their  talents  to  this 
medium  of  artistic  expression.  One  was  a 
grocer  hanging  a  wreath  in  his  door.  Some 
were  of  snow  scenes.  Others  depicted  the 
everyday  life  of  the  American  people. 

Novel  kinds  of  cards  only  in  recent  use 
are  those  with  photographs  on  them.  The 
photographs  are  usually  of  the  sender  in 
some  holiday  mood.  They  oftten  are  of  some 
familiar  scene  or  of  the  family  pup.  Others 
are  a  picture  of  the  baby  gazing  at  a  decora- 
tive tree.  There  can  be  much  variation  in 
this  type  of  card. 

Christmas  cards  are  one  of  our  many 
festive  procedures  of  the  season.  So  may  I, 
in  keeping  with  the  season  quote  Egley 
with,  "A  Merry  Christmas  and  a  Happy 
New  Year  To  You." 

— Helene  Herzfeld 

Christmas  time  is  here  again,  with  all 
its  excitement  of  shopping  and  getting  the 
presents  ready.  The  day  before  Christmas 
is  one  of  the  most  important  days,  for  on 
that  day  the  last  touches  are  put  to  the 
presents  and  they  are  taken  around.  The 
turkey,  which  must  be  cleaned  and  made 
ready  to  be  stuffed,  is  delivered,  the  vege- 
tables are  prepared;  and  everything  is 
ready  to  be  cooked  early  the  next  morning. 
Many  families  decorate  their  Christmas  tree 
on  Christmas  Eve.  It  is  lots  of  fun  to  help 
get  the  tree  ready.  The  star  goes  at  the 
very  top,  and  the  electric  lights  are  twisted 
around  the  tree  with  the  different  colored 
bulbs  shining.  Then  come  the  little  orna- 
ments that  help  to  decorate  the  tree ;  the 
silver  icicles  are  draped  upon  the  branches 
and  artificial  snow  is  sprinkled  on  the  tree. 
A  blanket  of  snow  is  put  around  the  base 
of  the  tree  to  form  a  background  for  the 
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Portraying    A    Typical 
American    Christmas 


presents.  The  presents  are  brought  out 
from  their  hiding  places  and  are  put  on 
the  floor  around  the  tree.  The  brightly 
wrapped  packages  add  greatly  to  the  at- 
mosphere created  by  the  tree.  By  this  time 
the  children  have  hung  their  stockings, 
the  largest  ones  they  could  find,  by  the 
fireplace  and  gone  off  to  bed.  They  want 
to  get  up  early  in  the  morning  to  open  their 
presents  and  see  what  Santa  has  brought 
them.  The  grown-ups  usually  go  to  bed 
soon  after  the  tree  is  arranged  and  every- 
thing is  ready  for  they  know  that  they  will 
be  up  early  in  the  morning. 

Bright  and  early  the  next  morning  the 
household  is  wide  awake.  The  children  want 
to  open  all  their  packages  before  breakfast, 
but  father  must  have  his  breakfast  first; 
so  they  are  contented  with  what  they  find 
in  their  stockings. 

There  are  enough  candy,  nuts,  and  fruit 
to  last  them  a  week.  Finally  breakfast  is 
eaten,  and  everyone  makes  a  dash  for  the 
living  room.  The  fun  begins  as  the  presents 
are  distributed.  Shrieks  of  joy  come  from 
the  children  as  they  discover  their  new 
dolls,  "erector  sets,"  trains,  or  electric 
stoves.  Mother  has  to  try  on  her  new 
housecoat  given  to  her  by  the  children. 
Father  opens  many  packages  containing 
ties,  socks,  novelty  ashtrays,  and  an  elec- 
tric razor.  Everyone  is  pleased  with  his  own 
gift  and  finally  begins  to  take  an  interest 
in  what  others  have  received.  After  all  the 
presents  are  inspected,  mother  starts  the 
dinner  while  the  children  play  with  their 
new  toys. 

Early  in  the  afternoon  dinner  is  served. 
There  are  turkey,  with  dressing,  cranberries, 
potatoes,  and  all  the  other  foods  that  go 
with  the  traditional  turkey  dinner.  Every- 
one leaves  the  table  so  full  that  he  can 
manage  only  to  go  into  the  living  room 
and  fall  into  a  chair.  That  is,  all  except  the 
children,  for,  of  course,  they  must  play 
with  their  new  toys.  The  afternoon  soon 
passes,  and  evening  comes.  For  this  one 
time  the  children  are  allowed  to  stay  up 
after  their  regular  bedtime.  Another  per- 
fect Christmas  day  has  passed,  and  every- 
one is  in  high  spirits  as  he  prepares  for  bed. 

— Shirley  Lay 


EPISCOPAL  TEA  AN 
ENJOYABLE  AFFAIR 

The  last  of  November,  students  of  Gulf 
Park  and  the  Cadets  of  the  Gulf  Coast  Mili- 
tary Academy  who  attend  St.  Peter's 
by-the-Sea  Episcopal  Church,  were  enter- 
tained with  a  tea  by  the  council  of  Church 
Women  in  the  home  of  Mrs.  T.  Floyd  Moore 
and  Mrs.  T.  S.  Morton,  Jr.,  on  Bayou  Ber- 
nard. One  of  the  enjoyable  features  of  the 
afternoon  was  the  drive  from  the  college 
to  the  home  of  the  hostesses. 

The  reception  suite  was  decorated  with 
fall  roses  and  other  flowers.  The  guests 
were  greeted  by  a  group  of  church  women 
and  escorted  to  the  spacious  drawing  room 
where  they  were  received  by  other  mem- 
bers of  the  council.  Each  guest  gave  his  or 
her  name  and  home  address.  In  this  way 
all  became  acquainted  and  then  an  informal 
social  hour  was  spent  in  singing  songs  and 
making  friends. 

After  the  guests  were  shown  the  beauti- 
ful gardens,  arbors,  and  the  Bayou  near 
the  residence,  they  were  shown  into  the 
dining  room  where  tea  was  served. 

The  dining  table  was  covered  with  a  lace 
cloth  and  was  centered  with  an  arrange- 
ment of  asters.  Tall  tapers  lighted  the  table. 
Tea  and  coffee  were  served  from  silver 
services  at  either  end  of  the  table.  Mem- 
bers of  the  Church  Council  alternated  in 
pouring.  Tea  cakes,  candies  and  sandwiches 
were  served  buffet  style. 

The  tea  was  enjoyed  a  great  deal  by  all 
who  attended,  and  it  made  us  realize  again 
what  a  pleasure  it  is  to  share  in  that  good 
old  "Southern  Hospitality"  which  is  extend- 
ed to  us  by  residents  of  the  Coast. 


'MAMA  TV   PARTY 


"Happy  Birthday,  Mama  T!"  yelled 
thirty-five  happy  seniors  the  night  of  De- 
cember 6.  All  had  gathered  in  the  Senior 
sun  parlor  to  give  Mama  T  a  surprise 
party.  Later  Mrs.  Brashear  and  Eleanor 
came  to  help  Mama  T  celebrate.  Little 
cakes  and  ice  cream  were  served,  and  Mama 
T  told  the  seniors  of  her  boarding  school 
days  and  of  the  early  days  at  Gulf  Park. 
All  too  soon  the  seniors  wished  Mama  T 
many  happy  returns  of  the  day  and  went 
to  bed. 


FACULTY    TEA 

Saturday  afternoon,  November  25,  Miss 
Louisa  Crockett,  Miss  Mary  Otis  Mather, 
and  Miss  Frances  Morris  entertained  the 
faculty,  hostesses  and  office  staff  with  a 
tea  from  3:30  to  5  o'clock  at  Annette's  Tea 
Room,  Long  Beach. 
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ALUMNAE  VISITORS 

GLADYS  MARTHA  LECROY  (1936-38)  of 
El  Dorado,  Arkansas,  who  attended  the  Uni- 
versity of  Arkansas  in  1938-39,  visited  Gulf 
Park  College  with  her  mother  November 
28.  Gladys  Martha  was  in  an  automobile 
wreck  this  past  summer  and  is  not  attend- 
ing the  university  this  year.  She  and  her 
mother  will  spend  the  winter  in  travel. 

MARY  FRANCES  STECK,  '33,  of  Austin, 
Texas,  and  her  sister,  stopped  at  Gulf  Park 
en  route  home  from  an  eastern  trip.  While 
in  New  England  they  spent  one  night  with 
Mrs.  Emma  S.  Mordo,  former  dietitian  at 
Gulf  Park. 

JEAN  SPURGEON  (1935-737)  of  Muncie, 
Indiana,  and  Mrs.  Spurgeon  have  been  guests 
of  DOROTHY  SPURGEON,  a  Senior  at  Gulf 
Park  this  year. 


NEWS  OF   GRADUATES 

SELMA  SAYEG,  '39,  is  attending  the  Uni- 
versity of  Arizona,  and  writes  that  her 
favorite  sport  is  riding  across  the  desert. 
Selma's  address  is  4142  University  Station, 
Tuson,   Arizona. 

BETTY  FERGUSON,  '39,  is  studying  with 
Albertina  Rasch  in  New  York  City.  She  is 
sharing  a  room  with  MARGARET  EMRICH, 
'38,  at  the  American  Woman's  Club,  353 
West  57th  Street.  Margaret  is  studying  at 
Traphagen  School  of  Design.  They  see 
HELEN  FRANCES  JAMES,  '38,  frequent- 
ly. Helen  Frances  is  a  Senior  in  the  Amer- 
ican Academy  of  Dramatic  Art.  She  is  liv- 
ing at  24  Central  Park  South,  Apartment 
4-B. 

We  extend  our  sincere  sympathy  to  JANE 
(.37)  and  MINNIE  LOU  ('39)  KIRKPAT- 
RICK  in  the  loss  of  their  mother  the  latter 
part  of  October. 

ZELDA  FLEISCHER,  '39,  is  working  for 
her  father,  in  the  Fleischer-Seeger  Construc- 
tion Company,  St.  Louis  Missouri.  She  has 
recently  seen  GRETCHEN  WEBER  (1937- 
38)  who  is  attending  the  Washington  Uni- 
versity and  studying  architecture.  MAR- 
JORIE  CROWE  (1936-39),  who  is  also  liv- 
ing in  St.  Louis,  is  attending  the  Art  School 
of  Washington  University  as  a  day  student. 


ZELDA  had  a  visit  with  MARILYN  MASON 

when  MARILYN  went  through  St.  Louis  en 
route  to  Northwestern  University. 

GENIE  GOFF,  '38,  of  Ashland,  Kentucky, 
who  is  a  Senior  in  Marshall  College,  was 
crowned  Victory  Queen  at  the  dance  which 
climaxed  the  renewal  football  rivalry  be- 
tween Marshall  College  and  West  Virginia 
Wesleyan. 


NEWS  OF  OTHER  ALUMNAE 

MARY  ELLEN  DACY  (1935-36)  of  Spring- 
field, Missouri ,  will  be  married  to  Mr. 
Arthur  Weigel  of  St.  Louis,  Missouri,  No- 
vember 29. 

ANIDA  DARST  (1935-36)  of  Richmond, 
Texas,  finished  the  University  of  Texas 
last  June  and  is  staying  at  home  this  year. 

DOROTHY  MILDRED  EISELE  (1935-36) 
of  Dallas,  Texas,  is  entering  John  Hopkins 
for  a  course  as  an  X-ray  technician. 

LEILA  RANSOM  (1935-36)  is  Mrs.  Mal- 
colm Avis,  Richmond,  Texas.  She  has  twin 
sons,  nine  months  old. 

BETTY  JANE  LACK  (1934-35)  now  lives 
at  1703  N.  Hudson,  Oklahoma  City,  Okla- 
homa. 

VIVIAN  BANKER  (1933-34)  is  Mrs.  C.  J. 
H.  Meyer,  Wharton,  Texas. 

JEAN  NELSON  BURTON  (1933-34)  is  Mrs. 
Kenneth  Simpson,  General  Delivery,  Nor- 
man,   Oklahoma. 

ELLEN  LOUISE  CLYMER  (1933-34)  is 
Mrs.  Kenneth  Toal,  3008  W.  Berry,  Fort 
Worth,  Texas. 

SARA  LEE  HAMILTON  (1933-34)  is  Mrs. 
Edwin  A.  Mann,  1720  N.  W.  19th  St.  Okla- 
homa  City,   Oklahoma. 

BETTY  SMITH  (1933-34)  is  Mrs.  M.  W. 
Weir,  II,  1715  N.  Hudson,  Oklahoma  City, 
Oklahoma. 

MARTHA  JENNINGS  (1932-33)  is  Mrs.  J. 
T.  Underwood,  1535  Capital  Court,  Houston, 
Texas. 

MAXINE  JOHNSON  (1932-33)  is  Mrs.  F.  L. 
Barnes,  Box  71,  Norman,  Oklahoma. 

JUNE  ROSS  (1932-33)  is  Mrs.  Franklin 
Kelly,  3636  Potomac,  Fort  Worth,  Texas. 
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VIRGINIA  McMANUS  (1931-32)  of  Musko- 
gee, Oklahoma,  is  spending  the  winter  in 
California.  Virginia  enjoyed  a  wonderful 
trip  to  Honolulu  last  summer. 

We  have  a  change  in  address  for  DORO- 
THY BECK  (1930-31)  who  is  Mrs.  Andrew 
J.  Woodward,  2916  Cummings  Drive,  Okla- 
homa City,   Oklahoma. 

RUTH  HARRINGTON  (1930-31)  is  Mrs. 
Paul  Hutchinson,  1012  E.  18th  Street,  Okla- 
homa City,   Oklahoma. 

MRYTLE  HASSMAN  (1930-31)  is  Mrs. 
Herman  L.  Druce,  2119  Avenue  C,  Wichita 
Falls,  Texas. 

ELIZABETH  McMURRY  (1930-31)  is  Mrs. 
Richard  W.  Schlecht,  5217  Homer,  Dallas, 
Texas,  has  a  son,  Dick,  who  is  two  and  a 
half. 

ELINOR  MITCHAM  (1929-31)  is  Mrs.  A. 
R.  Merkel,  1009  N.  W.  18th  Street,  Okla- 
homa City,  Oklahoma. 

ANNIE  LAURIE  CARTER  (1929-30)  of 
Memphis,  Texas,  is  Mrs.  Ann  Carter  Gilpin, 
and  lives  in  Dallas,  Texas,  5443  Ridgedale 

Street. 

HILMA  SANDEGARDE  (1929-30)  lives  in 
Fort  Worth,  Texas,  2822  Princeton. 

MARY  JO  SULLIVAN  (1929-30)  is  Mrs. 
Robert  Lee  Wilson,  Vernon,  Texas. 

MARIEL  BALLARD  (1928-29)  is  Mrs. 
Ralph  E.  Baldwin,  1647  Castle  Court,  Hous- 
ton, Texas. 

HELEN  BURNS  (1928-29)  of  Clayton,  Ill- 
inois, is  teaching  in  the  Decatur  (Illinois) 
public  school  system. 

CATHERINE  LANDRUM  (1928-29)  of 
Ponca  City,  Oklahoma,  is  Mrs.  Tom  Reed, 
Continental  Oil  Company,  1301  W.  Belden 
Avenue,  Chicago,  Illinois. 

LILLIE  BELLE  SLOAN  (1928-29)  of  Mem- 
phis, Texas,  (Mrs.  Chauncey  Thompson)  has 
a  second  son.  Her  older  boy  is  eight  years 
old. 

BERNICE  SMITH  (1928-29)  is  living  in 
Breckenridge,  Texas.  She  is  Mrs.  D.  D.  Nix- 
on. 


MARY  LOU  THOMPSON  (1926-27)  of 
Fort  Worth  (Mrs.  G.  A.  Davis)  lives  in 
Houston,  Texas,  121  Evans,  Garden  Villas. 

MARY  LOU  WADE  (1926-27),  formerly  of 
Fort  Worth,  is  Mrs.  Jack  Miller,  Dimmitt, 
Texas. 

LETA  SMITH  (1924-25)  lives  in  Stephens, 
Arkansas.  She  is  Mrs.  E.  D.  Speer. 

CAROLYN  ADAMS  (1923-24),  formerly  of 
Grand  Rapids,  is  Mrs.  Steiges  and  her  home 
is  in  Scarsdale,  New  York,  14  Chesterfield 
Road. 

VIRGINIA  BICKLEY  (1922-23),  who  lived 
in  Florence,  Alabama,  when  she  attended 
Gulf  Park  is  now  in  Nashville,  Tennessee, 
3412  West  End  Avenue.  She  is  librarian  at 
West  End  High  School  in  Nashville. 

RUTH  PONDER  (1922-23-)  is  Mrs.  Donald 
Maxwell,  3237  Bryn  Mawr,  Dallas,  Texas. 

DORIS  BOGER  (1922-23),  Mrs.  R.  H.  Dren- 
nan,  has  moved  to  Oklahoma  City,  912  N.  E. 
21st  Street. 


MARRIAGES 

MARIANNE  GRIEVES  (1933-34)  of  La- 
con,  Illinois,  to  Mr.  Howard  D.  Huenick, 
Lacon,   Illinois. 

FRANCES  PHILLIPS  (1935-36)  of  Birm- 
ingham, Alabama,  to  Mr.  Oliver  DeGray 
Vanderbilt,  III,  of  Madeira,  Ohio.  PEGGY 
SAMPLE,  '36,  of  Birmingham,  was  Frances' 
maid  of  honor. 

ELIZABETH  MOORE,  '37,  of  Hoopeston, 
Illinois,  to  Mr.  George  Douglas  Hindley,  of 
Wilmette,  Illinois.  They  will  make  their 
home  in  Los  Angeles,  California,  1076  West 
30th  Street,  Apartment  107. 

MABEL  ELLZEY  (1937-38)  to  Mr.  Curtis 
T.  Bass,  Prentiss,   Mississippi. 

JOY  MOAK  (1938-39)  of  Shreveport,  Louis- 
iana, to  Mr.  Burton  A.  Hardey,  Jr.  At  home : 
Lufkin,   Texas. 


IRENE  LAWSON  (1927-28)  lives  in  Arl-  LENORA  McLEOD  (1936-38)  of  Green- 
ington,  Virginia.  She  is  Mrs.  W.  F.  Mc-  wood,  Mississippi,  to  Mr.  Henry  Yandell 
Candless,   227   N.   Piedmont.  Fraiser,   Jr. 
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Thursday,  January  4 End   of  Christmas    Holidays 

We'll  all  come  back  after  a  rest,  ready  to  pick  up 
where  we  left  off — 

Saturday,   January    6    Kid    Party 

Yes,  we're  really  going  back  again  to  those  good 
ole  days  of  the  rompers  and  dolls. 

Saturday,  January  13 Tri-Sorority  Dinner  Dance 

At    the    Edgewater   Gulf    Hotel,    and   one    of    the 
events  of  the  year! 

Saturday,  January  20 Junior   Dance 

The   Juniors   will    use    their   originality   and    inge- 
nuity to  make  this  dance  a  grand  success! 

Saturday,  January  27 End  of  First  Semester 

Tuesday,  January  30 Dr.  Dudley  Crafts  Watson,  Lecturer 

Another  privilege  to  hear  a  good 
speaker. 

Friday,    February   2 Mardi    Gras    Ball 

Who  will    be   Queen    this   year?   Gulf   Park  will 
celebrate  in  all  the  pomp  and  lavish  of  ole 
New    Orleans    in    this,    the    annual    A.    A.    Mardi 
Gras   ball. 

Tuesday,    February   6 Mardi   Gras    Holiday 

A  chance  to  see  the  real  Mardi  Gras 
in   New  Orleans 

Saturday,  February  17 High  School  Dance 

The  high  school  will   come  out   in   "full  swing" 
and   make   this  one  of  the   best  of  dances. 


.../Til  Tammy 
Howls  Again 
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